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POEMS, 


Is  there  no  progress  in  the  minds  of  men  ? 

Are  frogs  immortal  in  Latona's  fen  ? 

Can  nauglit,  that  with  tlie  semblance  shines  of  good, 

Appear,  but  all  the  darkness  of  the  wood 

So  glows  unwonted,  that,  with  fierce  upspring, 

Each  wasp  awak'd  throngs  round  with  busy  sting, 

Till  oft  resisted  Eeason,  spent  with  toil. 

Unworthily  retreats  from  the  turmoil. 

Full  sad  at  heart  for  such  ignoble  peace  ? 

And  will  no  charitable  babbler  cease 

*  Suggested  by  the  Chinese  business  of  the  preceding  year. 
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Allowing  the  full  fountain  of  liis  pow'rs 

To  lie  a  running  for  six  wasteful  hours, 

Melodiously  flowing,  like  the  stream 

That  steals  upon  our  minds  in  faery  dream, 

So  sweetly  tun'd — to  such  harmonious  numbers 

That  sleepers  e'en  are  lulled  to  further  slumbers  ? 

Since  one  mirac'lous  ass  once  op'd  his  jaws, 

Will  uncommissioned  mimics  never  pause, 

Within  the  windy  mazes  of  whose  bray 

The  voice  of  Reason  seeks  in  vain  the  day  ? 

Silence,  ye  Night-profaners  !  lo,  where  scorn 

Betrays  her  cheek  to  an  untimely  morn  ! 

Must  Impotence  slip  from  pursuing  Death 

And  spread  infection  with  its  scanty  breath  ; 

Or  economically  ease  its  mind 

By  making  feeless  doctors  of  mankind  ? 

Sure  to  her  babes  nurse  Fate  hath  grown  remiss, 

"Wlio  holds  her  leading  strings  so  loose  as  this. 

O  holy  Wisdom  forget  Folly's  year. 

And  purge  away  the  reck'ning  with  a  tear. 
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When  that  unrul'd,  Chinese,  peace-fondling  crew 
With  hideous  joy  thee  to  the  earth  o'erthrew, 
To  shouts  of  Echo  hounding  on  her  fools ; 
Wlio  swelled  with  vict'ry,  ere  the  rapture  cools, 
Swift  clothes  herself  with  thunder  treble-piled, 
And  thee,  mute  suff'rer,  to  thy  face  reviled. 

By  birthright,  shame  in  English  cheeks  may  flush, 
Few  nations  are  so  privileged  to  blush  ; 
Crowned  with  which  ruby  honours  I  advance, 
The  obscure  knight  of  an  unproved  lance, 
And  sound  mine  hardy  trump  to  Ignorance. 
Hear  me,  my  countrymen,  and  if  my  tongue 
Trips  in  its  melody,  being  yet  full  young, 
O  let  the  angel  of  my  love  take  part, 
And  charm  the  lessons  of  my  hsping  art ! 

Greatest  of  Lands !  by  Neptune,  for  his  crown. 
Heaved   from   the    deep,  while    all    the    Gods   looked 

down  ; 
Though  other  climes  be  to  the  sun  more  dear, 
Yet  Liberty,  indig'nous  plant,  grows  here  ; 
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And  Truth  and  Justice  flourisli  in  its  shade. 

Fortune  can  pamper  thee,  and  not  degrade : 

Her  kisses,  as  a  wife's,  but  make  thee  strong. 

Unnumbered  as  the  waves  that  round  thee  throng 

Are  thine  indwellers  :  honour,  courage  blunt. 

And  sense  sit  templed  in  each  manly  front; 

Action  each  glance  fires;  from  the  donjon  high 

Of  ev'ry  heart  Love  waves  to  victory. 

Thron'd  in  the  north,  and  sceptred  in  thy  seat, 

The  southern  wave  bathes  thine  imperial  feet. 

What  race  knows  not  thy  tongue  ?     What  ocean  green 

Beneath  thine  oaken  keels  unploughed  hath  been  V 

Thou  sacred  Land,  city  of  refuge  true,  * 

To  which  no  foreign  despot  dares  pursue ! 

How  wert  thou  fallen,  when  thy  sov'reign  head 

Was  by  the  might  of  dwarfs  o'ershadowed  ! 

O  world-attracting  ship,  whose  happy  mien 

Caused  Envy  pine  with  ill-concealed  spleen, 

Was  't  not  a  death  to  each  admiring  heart, 

Bound  ill  the  narrow  cell  of  Fate  apart, 
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To  see  thee  strike  unaided  ?     From  the  sky- 
Toppling  collapsed  tbine  honours  round  thee  lie, 
Disunion  split  thy  sides,  each  trait'rous  wave, 
Late  thy  keel -kissing  subject,  ope  thy  grave, 
Whilst  thy  base  captains  slept  when  danger  called. 
Or,  fir'd  with  insolence  of  faction,  brawled  ? 

Unwarlike  progeny  of  warlike  sires  ! 
Are  ye  successors  to  those  gen'rous  fires, 
Bold  Pym  and  bristling  Hampden  ?     Could  their 

eye 
Have  pierc'd  the  mists  of  dawning  Liberty, 
And  seen  what  deep  disgrace  she  soon  would  reach. 
Had  they  not  shouted  "  King"  and  not  "  Free 

Speech?" 
This,  of  a  nation  is  the  first  descent, 
AVhen  weakness  finds  a  tongue  and  argument : 
Next  on  the  silver  voice  may  chance  to  come 
The  age  of  slav'ry  and  of  Chrysostom. 
Hath  Freedom  worked  this  ill  ?     That  witchery 
Seasoned  your  sires  with  true  nobility  : 
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Are  now  your  weaker  brains  intoxicate  ? 
Or  doth  advancing  Freedom  grow  in  weight  ? 
Or  are  ye  feebler  ?     But  ye  are  not  free  ; 
Passion  rules  ye  in  name  of  Liberty. 
Your  sires  disthron'd  a  king,  but  ye  have  set 
Upon  his  seat  a  greater  tyrant  yet. 
Peace  do  ye  love,  for  in  that  uncheck'd  time, 
Small  minds  on  their  own  clamour  rise  sublime. 
O  think  ye,  think  ye,  had  he  but  of  late 
Within  those  heart-enshrined  Houses  sate 
Where  Liberty  was  cradled,  whilst,  being  bent 
On  peace,  ye  for  our  foes  made  argument — 
Russia,  antagonist,  whose  worthy  pow'r 
Might  England  search  in  better-captained  hour  ! 
And  China,  that  should  fawn  and  not  insult. 
Whose  lifted  head  did  from  neglect  result.- — 
Hearing,  till  wonder  burst,  your  counsels  tame. 
Had  not  the  very  rafters  roared  for  shame  ? 
Alas  !  that  jealousy,  that  low-fledged  sin, 
E'en  to  the  high  heaven  of  men's  souls  should  win ; 
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To  shut  the  eyes  of  senators,  and  blind 

Each  sense  that  furnishes  an  ordered  mind. 

What  wonder,  wrapped  from  all  external  light, 

Walled  in  themselves,  they  nothing  see  aright ; 

But  follow  where  the  flame  Ambition 

Through  the  mind's  basest  swamps  may  lure  them  on, 

Flinging  so  false  a  glare  upon  their  chase, 

The  letters  that  form  "  Peace  "  to  them  read  "  Place  "  V 

Defeat  by  foes  is  physic  strong  and  rare 
For  the  proud  stomach  of  our  race  to  bear  ; 
Yet  searches  out  and  purges  the  disease 
Of  confidence,  ere  it  the  whole  frame  seize. 
And  choke  all  sound  vitality  ;  but  when 
Those  whom  we  loved — our  very  countrymen, 
To  trusting  of  our  voice  and  yielding  up 
Our  common  heart — when  they  can  fill  the  cup. 
And  mock  us  to  our  faces,  then  distress 
Draws  hard  on  our  long-suff'ring  gentleness. 

O  Patriotism,  breast-ennobling  Flame, 
Nurse  of  great  nations'  youth,  and  guide  to  fame, 
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Mother  of  Liberty,  whose  reign  now  bleeds, 

Inspirer  to  great  hearts  of  worthy  deeds, 

For  ever  art  thou  fled  ?   or  dost  but  hide 

In  the  gay  marriage  feast  of  prosp'rous  pride  ; 

Biding  thy  time  until  thine  herald  sad, 

Misfortune,  in  her  widow's  weeds  y-clad, 

Shall  raise  her  bitter  cry  ;  then,  through  the  gloom, 

Soar  brightly  from  thy  life-sequest'ring  tomb, 

Spirit  of  no  mortal  wing?     But  oh,  if  thou 

Art  wand'ring  through  the  homeless  ether  now. 

Counselling  with  the  winds  to  add  thy  tale 

To  the  full  sorrows  of  the  mournful  gale  ; 

Look  homeward,  heav'nly  angel,  and  search  round. 

If,  in  thy  favoured  isle,  there  be  not  found 

Some  breast  for  thy  fit  temple  not  amiss  : 

And,  if  none  worthier,  be  thy  refuge  this  ! 

This  mighty  rock  of  empire,  slow  upheaved 
With  long  and  watchful  toil,  hath  now  achieved 
The  summit  of  the  hill,  and,  from  its  height, 
O'erhangs  the  world  that  marvels  at  the  sight. 
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To  fall  when  Fate  hatli  told  its  mighty  tale, 

Like  slipping  mountain  thund'ring  to  the  vale  ; 

And,  with  the  weight  of  all  its  greatness,  sweep 

Long  sheltered  nations  to  one  common  deep, 

And  lie  so  ruinously,  men  shall  say 

"  Was  this  great  England  ?  " — But  to  Avhom  a  prey 

Shall  England  fall  ?     AVTiat  envy-marshalled  bands. 

Of  fears  forgetful,  shall  dare  stretch  their  hands 

To  such  proud  eminence  ?     Sure  Fate  will  never 

With  common  axe  its  mighty  cables  sever  ? 

Ah  !  inward  rottenness  lets  out  more  breath 

Than  sword  by  thousand  Cyclops  charged  with  death. 

Through  the  sound  tree  in  vain  may  tempests  blow, 

But  years  roll,  and  a  zephyr  lays  it  low  ; 

StiiF,  fallen,  dead,  corrupt.     O  bloodless  pass 

From  life  to  death  ;  'fore  death,  death's  earned  mass  ! 

Steel  clasps,  if  apt  at  times  to  pinch  too  tight. 
Serve  an  unruly  bundle  to  unite  ; 
Unchecked  each  member  falls  his  sep'rate  way. 
Dissolving  union  to  a  scattei'ed  fray. 
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Bondage  threats  all  where  ruler  none  confess, 

For  strengths  disjoined  sum  up  in  feebleness  ; 

And  haply  Slav'ry,  whose  accxirsed  eye 

Pries  round  this  sea-walled  home  of  Liberty, 

May  smile  to  see  such  disaffection 

So  spread  'mongst  the  defending  garrison. 

When  each  from  other  steals,  the  booty  flows 

Into  the  treasury  of  common  foes  : 

Thus  foolish  beasts  their  mutual  forces  try, 

Vainglorious  'neath  the  merry  vulture's  eye  ; 

Towards  ebbing  strength,  misfortunes  flow  apace. 

And  foes  steal  in  when  friends  have  ope'd  a  place. 

Though  Liberty  spring  of  a  noble  seed, 

Unprun'd  it  grows  rank,  like  a  pois'nous  weed  ; 

And  that  sweet  savour  which  should  nourish  strength. 

Breeds  but  a  brawling  pestilence  at  length. 

Martyr,  rehead  thyself!  It  may  prove  true, 
Thyself  rejoining  shall  rejoin  us  too. 
Poor  king !  thy  church  did  shrewdly  thee  trepan. 
To  dub  thee  saint  who  wert  an  honest  man  ; 


POLITICS.  11 

For  if  each  may  defend  (as  laws  define) 
His  castle,  sure  Prerogative  was  thine  : 
Thine  ancient  fief,  with  warranty  to  hold, 
And  to  thy  sires  confirmed  an  hundredfold, 
By  a  people  purposing  that  thou  shouldst  be 
The  holder  of  the  reins  of  unity  : 
And  surely  Freedom  suffered  httle  wrong, 
Who  gave  a  part  to  keep  the  rest  so  strong. 
Poor  head  !  wast  not  alone  in  thy  despair, 
Edward  and  many-glorious  Hal  wept  there  ; 
For  in  the  compass  of  that  little  shrine 
So  forc'd,  did  all  their  wealth  of  deed  combine. 
Gods  !  where  was  royal  Bess  in  that  great  hour, 
Which  saw  a  subject  meddle  with  her  power  ? 
Sure  Death  had  double-bricked  her  angry  den, 
Else  had  her  mighty  soul  flashed  out  again. 

Alas,  poor  head  !  contempt  shall  lend  thee  breath 
To  force  a  smile  from  the  close  grip  of  Death  : 
Marking  that  crown  which  from  thy  brows  did  force 
Unthoughtful  men,  still  deck  thy  lifeless  corse  ; 
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Whereto  the  pomp  and  royal  signs  remain, 
But  oh,  the  soul !  when  shall  that  rouse  again, 
And,  by  discov'ry  of  the  sov'reign  mind, 
Redeem  that  feather  of  each  factious  wind  ? 
Great  Hampden  with  a  backward  glance  could  pore 
On  England's  wrongs,  yet  scarce  had  eye  before, 
Wlien  he,  at  birth  of  Liberty,  so  wild 
Made  carrion  of  a  king  to  fat  his  child. 
Who,  having  now  o'erclimbed  her  summit  chaste. 
Doth  through  the  downward  paths  of  License  haste 
Toward  that  dread  vale  where  rolls  the  Stygian  tide. 
To  quench  her  day  with  bliss  so  multiplied  ; 
Excelling  justice,  honour  without  blame, 
Conquest,  prosperity,  and  martial  fame. 
And  heav'nly  Reason,  by  no  priestly  guilt 
Thrust  from  the  eyrie  of  her  thought  sky-built. 
I  fear  our  Fathers  err'd  who  of  a  king 
Did  cut  the  head  off  to  remove  the  sting  ; 
For  since,  within  this  headless  nation  see. 
As  many  nerves,  so  many  factions  be. 
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From  the  rude  teeming  waves  this  land  came  forth, 
The  hardy  son  of  the  stern-visaged  North  : 
Breasted  by  Rome  whose  milk  was  war  ;  soon  flung 
From  that  remorseless  teat  to  which  he  cluno:, 
To  the  fierce  Saxon  wolves  :  a  cruel  brood, 
In  counsel  slow  and  arts,  but  swift  in  blood. 
Tempests  his  cradle  rocked  ;  his  lullabies 
Were  the  wild  noise  of  drums  and  battle-cries  ; 
While  to  his  first-perceiving  eyes  arose 
Faces  and  fearful  forms  of  friends  and  foes  : 
Such  myst'ries  dark  and  bloody  creeds,  as  might 
Well  nigh  scare  dawning  Reason  back  to  night. 
E'en  Avhile  his  lips  tripp'd  o'er  each  half-form'd  word 
His  baby  hands  could  wield  the  manly  sword. 
Danger  and  Hardship  are  preceptors  rare 
To  mould  a  mind  born  to  imperial  care. 
That  race,  which  to  his  wardship  did  aspire, 
Whose  breath  was  chivalry,  and  soul  was  fire, 
Though  o'er  him  sweeping  first  like  flaming  blast, 
Combined  and  centred  to  his  heart  at  last, 


14  POLITICS. 

In  gen'rous  union  warm  :  thenceforth  his  frame 
Grew  strong  in  stature,  valiant  in  fame. 
Youth  grew  on  childhood  ;  empire  now  arose 
Fatly  from  the  fall'n  bosoms  of  his  foes, 
In  many  a  laboured  field  struck  to  the  ground. 
No  mystery  might  his  adventure  bound  ; 
Nor  seething  zone,  nor  clime  that  lock'd  the  seas. 
Nor  tale  whose  learned  horrors  shook  the  knees. 
But  peace  was  little  joy  to  him  ;  he  knew 
How  flesh  corrupt  on  peaceful  sinews  grew, 
With  a  foul  host  of  new  and  coward  crimes 
That  stole  upon  his  heart  in  silken  times. 
Soon  then  as  war's  soul-stirring  clarion  rang, 
He  from  the  prison  of  inaction  sprang. 
And  strode  to  the  battle  field  :  to  be  the  first 
Was  his  prime  care  ;  his  cause,  or  best  or  worst, 
He  little  recked  ;  small  nicety  had  he 
Of  what  an  insult  should  compounded  be. 
On  robe  of  sov'reign  white,  stains  less  or  great 
Alike  its  pure  integrity  defeat ; 
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And  as  the  snowy  hill  that  loftiest  seems 

Swiftest  invaded  purity  redeems, 

So  reached  that  deed,  which  did  affront  respect, 

The  tend'rest  nerve  of  all  his  intellect, 

And  wrinkled  his  stern  frontage.     But  one  thing 

Lay  ever  at  his  heart — though  "War  may  bring 

In  its  immediate  train  a  host  of  woes, 

Therefrom  infus'd  more  vital  vigour  grows  ; 

As  physic  in  its  action  doth  prostrate 

Strength  which  the  morrow  shall  see  doubly  great. 

War,  that  around  a  country  fiercely  rolls. 

But  scatters  death  to  harvest  stronger  souls, 

Who,  of  a  nation's  dropping  lease  of  prime, 

Force  a  renewal  from  the  grasp  of  Time. 

Moreover  Peace  stands,  as  a  virgin  bride. 

Her  guardian,  the  fierce  dragon  War,  beside  ; 

Whose  wedded  worth  to  gain,  and  rich  delight, 

Lies  in  the  weapon  of  no  carpet  knight : 

Peace  who  affect  do  little  peace  obtain. 

Lions  enjoy  what  hares  can  never  gain. 
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AVliom  to  preserve  continued  strength  requires, 
And  oft  her  cliarms  quench  her  obtainer's  fires. 

From  youth  emerged,  on  manhood's  sinews  strong 
Now  stands  this  triple-bodied  Geryon  ; 
^^^lo,  sixty  years  back,  to  reverse  the  fable. 
Turned  upon  Hercules,  in  Spain,  the  table. 

Thus  far  of  War,  whose  popular  effect 
Of  this  vast  empire  hath  been  architect ; 
And  now,  with  shifting  care,  its  surgeon  stands, 
The  friendly  lancet  holding  in  his  hands. 

To  this  be  joined  an  argument,  whose  force 
The  folly  proves  of  a  pacific  course. 
Such  strength  substantial  in  a  name  doth  lie, 
Mere  shadows  oft  obtain  a  victory  ; 
For  seldom  men  are  to  th'  inquiry  stayed. 
Whether  the  Substance  follows  up  the  Shade. 
In  greatest  battle  or  in  bloodiest  siege, 
The  highest  stake  at  issue  is  Prestige, 
A  sinewy  shadow  which  can  bend  the  neck 
Of  kings,  and  hold  an  Indian  world  in  check. 
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By  tlie  real  Substance  was  our  treaty  won 

From  that  vain  fry  self-fathered  on  the  Sun  :  * 

Which  not  enforced  while  memory  was  green, 

And  Terror  over  Subterfuge  still  queen, 

Faded  from  practice,  gradual  was  disowned. 

And  scorn'd  like  a  divinity  disthroned.' 

Kind  acts  of  hands  seen  ever  weaponless 

Risk  the  constniction  of  mask'd  feebleness. 

In  Strength's  long  absence,  this  rebeUious  crew 

Her  unpropp'd  deputy  Prestige  o'erthrew, 

Whom  to  reseat  the  Substance  was  constrained 

Anew  to  conquer  what  before  was  gained.; 

A  measure  whose  bold  loftiness  did  prick 

The  swollen  clouds  of  factious  rhetoric  ; 

Whence  such  a  storm  descended,  one  had  vow'd 

That  Folly  sat  in  person  in  the  cloud. 
r 

A  crouching  world  beneath  the  Roman  sway 

With  flatt'ring  lips  and  cursing  hearts  once  lay. 

*  I  think  their  faces  vouch  th'  ancestral  plan, 
Being  the  first  steps  nature  made  towards  man. 
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No  volunteer  is  rul'd  ;  within  liis  breast 

Tlie  mutinous  recoil  lurks  repressed. 

As  heir  political  of  Rome,  this  land 

Inherits  both  her  hatred  and  command  : 

The  world's  our  foe  that,  'neath  a  time-bought  smile. 

Revolves  at  heart  a  deadlier  spring  the  while. 

Misfortune  may  find  lovers,  but  success 

'T  is  not  in  men's  or  nations'  hearts  to  bless  ; 

And  when  decay,  through  war-forgetting  sleep, 

On  the  sinews  of  our  policy  shall  creep. 

Like  Rome,  from  empery  shall  we  be  hurled, 

Nor  know  a  resurrection  in  this  world. 

Wlien  the  hand 's  stung,  the  insect  not  to  kill, 

More  argues  want  of  pow'r  than  want  of  will ; 

With  greater  force  to  Easterns,  who  allow 

No  reasoning  unstrengthened  by  a  blow. 

As  soon  as  whisp'ring  Rumour  dare  unfold 

That  England's  hands  grow  sick,  or  weak,  or  old. 

Unto  her  doom  each  little  wasp  will  bring 

From  ev'i'y  quarter  of  the  globe  its  sting  ; 
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Beside  the  body  of  a  prostrate  giant 
Innumerable  pygmies  swell  defiant. 
Unseen,  untliought,  unfelt,  on  soundless  feet 
Decay  creeps  from  its  sense-eluding  seat ; 
And  nerveless  tongues,  with  impulse  infantine, 
May  set  a  nation  rolling  down  th'  incline. 
To  brooding  eye  prophetic  seemed  of  late 
England's  sky-touching  Genius  to  wait 
Upon  the  summit  of  her  glory's  hill ; 
And  hearing  th'  echo  which  did  Wisdom  kill, 
A  cloud  came  o'er  her  face,  though  it  shone  still  ; 
And  turning  sadly  where  the  valley  lay, 
With   slow  and  silent   step   she   took   her   downward 
way. 
Ye  Senators  whom  a  great  people's  choice 
Hath  called  t'  enunciate  its  common  voice. 
Some  thoughts  I  have  which  I  would  fain  express. 
Yet  seek  to  clothe  with  a  becoming  dress  ; 
And  linger  o'er  my  task  :  for  much  I  fear 
If,  in  unstudied  fancies,  they  appear, 

c  2 
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The  minstrelsy  of  so  uncouth  a  bard 
May  set  contempt  to  take  your  ears  in  guard  ; 
Or  lest  ye,  tingling  with  some  provocation, 
Eeward  rusticity  with  rustication. 
Besides,  great  is  my  rev'rence,  seeing  you 
The  nation's  grain  are,  doubly  winnowed  through. 
With  voices,  hands,  and  honours  free  enlarged. 
And  the  rich  worth  of  our  aiFections  charged, 
Brightly  ye  stand  before  our  watchful  eyes. 
Chief  couns'llors  of  the  wav'ring  Destinies  ; 
For  to  your  exhortations  shall  be  spun 
The  web  of  many  a  life  yet  unbegun. 
Our  glorious  lips  have  ever  loved  to  fan 
Your  full  sails  glitt'ring  in  the  English  van  ; 
On  ye  descends,  as  'twere  on  England's  son, 
That  fair  inheritance  her  valour  won  : 
And  nat'ral  all  her  eyes  be  fondly  set 
To  view  your  deeds,  as  when  Plantagenet 
Looked  his  bold  heart  out  from  great  Crecy's  hill, 
While  his  brave  boy,  whom  Mars's  self  did  fill, 


POLITICS.  21 

Strode  like  black  Death  bursting  with  victory, 

And  harvested  all  France's  chivalry. 

Then  let  that  jewel  wherewith  England  decks 

Her  trust,  not  be  dishonoured  on  your  necks. 

But  feodaries  are  ye,  not  free  lords, 

Whose  rights  are  breath  and  honours  others'  words  ; 

And  anger's  flames  glow  never  so  intense, 

As  fired  with  torch  of  broken  confidence. 

Prepicture  to  your  souls  the  flashing  scorn 

From  hearts,  lips,  eyes  of  millions  yet  unborn  ; 

How  future  infants  at  their  books  shall  learn 

What  time  their  country's  day  began  to  turn  ; 

By  such  and  such  men  ruled  ;  their  humours,  pride. 

Envies,  ambitions  wherein  honour  died  ; 

Small  strifes,  of  narrow  hearts  the  cunning  brood, 

Whose  subtleties  mounting  to  nobler  blood 

Led  on  disunion  ;  but  above  all  these, 

A  faith  most  new  for  England's  ancient  knees, 

Peace-worship,  heresy  of  deadlier  turn 

Than  which  nor  pope  nor  king  did  ever  burn. 
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No  careless  lives  have  earnest  dogs  who  lieep 
Watch  o'er  their  variously  scattered  sheep. 
So  sprinkled  is  this  empire  and  outspread, 
Seems  it  beneath  some  mighty  giant's  tread, 
As  roving  round  the  world  his  hazard  went, 
Sprung  at  each  step  a  British  settlement. 
Sure  ye  had  need,  to  guard  such  parted  lands, 
Of  Argus'  eyes  and  vast  Briareus'  hands. 
With  the  swift  ears  of  Cerberus  to  seize 
What  hatching  treach'ry  floats  upon  the  breeze ; 
For  oft,  most  like  some  iEtna-covered  giant, 
A  never  conquered  people  swell  defiant. 
And  shifting  wearily  beneath  their  load, 
Outbelching  their  rebellious  fires,  explode. 

And  first  of  those  who,  having  undertaken 
A  public  trust,  their  duty  have  forsaken; 
Called  ofi"  because,  forsooth,  their  private  wealth 
Would  sufier  at  the  hands  of  hireling  stealth. 
Sirs,  do  the  wolves  wake  only  round  your  fold. 
And  sleep  round  England's  ?  or  is  English  gold 
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So  hot,  so  heavy,  or  so  cheap  a  prize, 
No  thief  would  lift  what  thus  defenceless  lies  ? 
Nay,  ye  yourselves  are  robbers,  for  ye  steal, 
Each  one  his  own  head  from  the  common  weal ; 
Which  I  exhort  ye  presently  restore. 
Or  give  us  in  exchange  one  valued  more. 
But  'tis  a  shame  that  men  whose  thoughts  are  given 
To  close  pursuits  six  days  at  least  in  seven. 
And  who  've  but  Sunday  for  the  cultivation 
Of  friends,  their  soul,  their  fam'ly,  and  their  nation, 
Should  fill  the  seats  which  birthrights  are  of  those 
To  whom  fortune  hath  plac'd  time  at  their  dispose. 
And  weave  those  speeches  which  mere  knack  affords, 
Wherein  no  matter 's  lost  in  many  words. 
Others  there  are  whom  crafty  Idleness, 
Who  close  to  Fortune's  sides  doth  ever  press, 
Hath  drawn  into  her  siren  cave  o'erlaid 
With  nodding  poppies  and  the  dark  nightshade. 
Than  steel  Sloth's  chains  more  strong  and  subtle  prove. 
And  more  perplexed  than  silken  coils  of  love. 
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The  soul  hath  many  tongues,  yet  Sloth,  with  one, 

So  quenches  all  with  her  sweet-flowing  tone 

That  Honour  and  high  Patriotism,  sore 

With  sounding  their  pure  notes,  return  no  more  ; 

And  like  a  harp  unmastered  grows  the  mind 

Yielding  its  music  to  each  passing  wind. 

Rouse  ye,  I  say,  lest  ye  'd  have  poets  sing 

Your  portion  lies  -with  that  disgraceful  king, 

The  second  Charles,  of  whom  men  shame  to  speak  : 

Wliose  hell  lies  hot  in  ev'ry  English  cheek. 

Some  few  there  are,  alas  !  who  being  but  able 
To  talk  consistently  about  the  stable, 
In  silence  sensibly  have  found  their  tombs, 
And  kept  their  conversation  for  their  grooms. 
On  such  I  spend  not,  needing  all  my  strength 
For  my  chief  subject,  which  I  reach  at  length. 

There  is  a  sort  of  seething  intellect 
That  fumes  and  frets  through  Parliament  unchecked ; 
Which,  like  the  dragon's  teeth  in  Grajcia  sown. 
Breeds  mischief  wheresoe'er  its  chance  is  blown. 
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Men,  from  the  cast  of  whose  keen  grappling  wits 

Naught  is  too  high  or  smooth ;  men  who  by  fits 

Now  murderously  breathe  forth  fire  and  slaughter, 

Patriots  as  free  as  Jephtha  with  his  daughter, 

Till  times  look  down ;  then  sudden  change  their  tone, 

And  slyly  all  they  've  said  before  disown. 

The  Russians  now,  and  now  the  curs'd  Chinese 

Befriending  ;  now  for  tallow,  now  for  teas  ; 

Till  SneezankofF  unites  with  Li-ing-tung 

In  wond'ring  how  such  rogues  escape  unhung. 

Anon  when  "War  hath  fed  its  full  and  sleeps. 

Each  casts  the  lion's  skin  and  dons  the  sheep's  ; 

Sheep's  skin,  sheep's  feeble  acts  to  bear  it  fellow, 

But  ass's  hoofs,  teeth,  wisdom  and  loud  bellow. 

Sure  Boreas  who  holds  the  winds  in 's  fist, 

In  his  old  age  hath  grown  a  methodist, 

To  teach  our  married  Stygians  to  plod 

With  millstones  hung  around  their  neck  by  God  ; 

A  bible  with  its  mercy  quite  withdrawn ; 

A  Saviour  for  man's  purposed  mis'ry  born, 
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Wliose  meek  lips,  laying  on  divorce  their  ban, 

Suck'd  the  last  hope  that  cheers  a  desp'rate  man, 

To  tempt  him  so,  another  world  to  dare. 

And  seek  a  hell  of  milder  fiends  elsewhere, 

"  Sweet  godliness  "  admiring  shepherds  sing, 

"  Up  merry  ringers,  and  the  church  bells  ring ! 

"  Sure  saints  and  martyrs  from  their  graves  arise, 

"  O  Hallelujah  and  pluralities  ! 

"  The  world  relapses  to  that  gloom  of  old, 

"  When  we  were  lanterns  to  find  out  its  gold, 

"  And  'neath  the  shade  of  ignorance  grown  rank, 

*'  Made  of  eternity  our  temp'ral  bank." 

Deluded  saints  !  ah  too  confiding  church, 

How  soon  they  '11  leave  you  blund'ring  in  the  lurch ! 

Yet  let  consistency  be  not  denied 
To  be  a  virtue  counting  on  their  side. 
In  pow'r,  'tis  true,  they  never  hold  together  ; 
Each  man  swells  so  he  bursts  the  common  tether : 
But  though  past  use  themselves,  they  love  to  balk 
All  other  cocks  from  strutting  on  their  walk  ; 


POLITICS.  27 

All  join  the  standing  ministers  to  hate, 

Nor  into  friendship  ever  deviate  : 

Measures,  however  good,  proposed  by  them, 

'T  is  full  sufficient  reason  to  condemn. 

Rises  a  minister  ?  the  signal's  lit, 

Each  man  cries  havoc,  and  unsheaths  his  wit. 

Echo  shouts  through  her  hundred  mouths  "  hear,  hear  ! " 

The  roof,  ashamed,  beats  back  the  foolish  cheer. 

Lest  to  the  skies  such  folly  creeping  in. 

Might  set  the  jovial  gods  upon  the  grin. 

Ah  me !  it  is  a  merry  mournful  game 

And  oft  I  've  laughed  until  the  bright  tears  came 

To  watch  these  funny  Thugs,  in  narrowing  bound. 

Creeping  in  various  disguises  round 

Their  thoughtless  prey;  who,  trapped  in  paths  abstruse, 

Feels  sudden  round  his  neck  the  fatal  noose. 

Alas  !  for  who  can  fell  this  poison  tree 
Whose  roots  have  struck  so  deep  ?     Its  infancy 
The  nation  suffered  undisturbed  to  shoot. 
And  time  hath  ripened  all  its  bitter  fruit. 
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Of  what  avail  to  tell  them  I  attempt, 
Honour  like  theirs  is  but  a  gilt  contempt  ? 
Who  praises  wit  that  ravages  good  sense, 
And  dazzles  reason  with  false  eloquence  ? 
The  honesty  of  thought  hath  never  pressed 
Men  who  drew  systems  from  their  mother's  breast ; 
Heroes  in  cunning,  giants  in  untruth, 
Trained  to  the  weapon  of  the  tongue  from  youth. 
They  are  rewarded  in  the  fittest  way  : 
No  actor  's  honoured  with  more  grins  than  they. 
Ample  's  their  theatre,  and  the  lightless  eye 
Of  Fashion  marks  it  hers  peciiliarly. 
Eeligion  's  in  your  mouths,  then  ye  perforce 
Admit  your  pow'rs  derived  from  higher  source 
Than  the  vain  hearts  and  lips  of  shouting  men. 
God  having  ye  so  plainly  summoned,  then, 
To  show  His  favouring  grace  to  this  our  land. 
See  that  ye  dally  not  with  His  command  ; 
As  stewards  are  ye,  whom  one  day  shall  bring 
An  austere  lord  to  a  strict  reckoning. 
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Rouse  tliee,  St.  George,  with  fresh-enkindled  scorn, 
O  let  thy  noonday  sleep  not  risk  thy  morn  ! 
Gird  on  thy  sword,  bold  watchword  of  the  north, 
Into  the  saddle,  saint,  and  ride  thee  forth ! 
For  lo  !  such  dragon  now  hath  ta'en  the  field. 
As  ne'er  spewed  venom  on  a  knightly  shield  ; 
Its  face,  fair  as  a  woman's.  Peace  the  name 
The  silver  subtlety  of  its  lips  proclaim  ; 
Whose  belly 's  charnel-house  of  nations  dead  ; 
Sweet  as  Sierran  breeze  its  breath  is  shed. 
Whose  perfume  wraps  a  plague.     Lace  on  thine  helm, 
Lock  down  thy  visor,  knight,  ere  it  o'erwhelm 
This  chosen  land  for  which  so  oft  thou  'st  fought, 
These  hands  thou  'st  nerved,  these  shouting  lips  thou  'st 

.taught. 
No  bull-head 's  this,  no  careless  dainty  tooth 
To  pasture  upon  maids  and  flawless  youth  ; 
It  soareth  in  its  food,  its  appetite 
'S  now  whetted  to  a  lordUer  delight : 
The  hearts  of  senators,  that  one  by  one, 
Fall  stricken  by  the  sweet  death  of  its  tongue  ; 
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Tow'rds  -whom  it  creeps,  and  smiles  to  hide  its  toils, 

Then  springs  electric  round,  and  piles  its  coils. 

Help,   help,    dear    knight!    thy   ward    doth    call    for 

thee. 
The  heav'n-en trusted  virgin.  Liberty, 
Wliose  brow  'gins  overcast  with  dim  forebode. 
Late  iu  her  chaplet  did  a  flow'r  corrode, 
And  at  her  feet  feU  dying  on  the  ground. 
She  hasted  up  her  tow'r  ;  she  gaz'd  around. 
But  all  was  fair  as  is  a  summer  morn : 
Her  fields  waved  merrily  with  plenteous  corn  ; 
Her  ships  did  load  the  sea  ;  she  strained  intense  ; 
Her  armies'  souls  to  time  did  violence  : 
A  cloud  rose  in  the  east ;  it  passed  away  ; 
The  sun  burst  forth,  and  with  redoubled  ray 
Made  nature  jovial  to  her  utmost  bound — 
And  dropped  another  llow'r  upon  the  ground. 

Oh  let  not  Peace  steal  o'er  the  limbs  of  war, 
Whose  torpor  leaves  the  life  of  nations  bare ! 
England,  thine  armour  watch ;  and  aye  stand  by, 
And  charm  thy  Aveariness  with  memory  : 
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Oil  let  not  thy  great  heart  die  in  the  kiss, 
And  drudgery  of  such  a  stale  as  this  ! 

On  that  dread  day  when  from  the  secret  womb 
Of  Fate  shall  leap  the  warrant  for  our  doom, 
One  Chajronea  more,  to  set  its  light 
And  beacon  to  all  years ;  Avlien,  from  men's  sight, 
England  shall  pass,  and  spy,  in  her  last  dream, 
Th'  imperial  skirts  of  Rome,  whose  distant  gleam 
Shall  light  her  through  the  cold  and  silent  halls 
Of  dark  eternity  ;  while  prostrate  falls 
Her  soulless  body,  to  the  birds  and  beasts 
Of  ruin,  the  rich  lure  of  bloody  feasts 
And  fierce  ambitions,  till  the  slow  sure  hand 
Of  creeping  Time  shall  draw  the  decent  band 
O'er.the  cold  face  and  give  it  burial. — 
Oh,  on  that  day,  Death's  adamantine  wall 
Shall  burst  asunder  with  exceeding  cry  ; 
And  England's  sons,  Heav'n's  sov'reign  robes  put  by, 
Shall,  in  the  weeds  and  tatters  of  the  tomb, 
Like  a  pale  troop  of  needy  palmers  come, 
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And  sing  her  "  dust  to  dust"  ;  while  to  the  ears 
Of  Liberty — who,  dim  and  worn  with  tears, 
Bends  o'er  her  lonely  fire  at  thoughtful  eve — 
The  solemn  curfew,  with  a  dying  heave. 
Shall  steal  upon  the  thin  complaining  air, 
And  crack  her  mighty  heart  with  full  despair. 
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When  first  the  Muse  burst  from  her  leading  strings, 
And  raised  her  quick'ning  eye  to  nobler  things 
Than  now,  alas  !  delight  her  driv'lling  age,  \ 

No  theme  the  willing  bard  could  more  engage,      > 
Or  kindle  in  his  breast  diviner  rage,  ) 

Than  "War,  deep-throated,  thunder-treading  War. 
No  subtle  thoughts  yet  clothed  her  sinews  bare. 
As,  from  the  hearts  and  lips  of  prophets  old, 
She  leaped,  and,  like  a  burning  torrent,  rolled 
O'er  sea,  o'er  land,  o'er  snowy  mountain  chains. 
Into  walled  cities,  and  through  spreading  plains. 
Touching  all  things  with  her  celestial  flame. 
Upsprang  the  loit'ring  noble  from  his  game  ; 
Rich  men  leaped  from  their  couches;  rev'rend  hairs 
Shook  off  the  silv'ry  frosts  of  sixty  years  ; 


34  WAR. 

The  youth,  impatient  of  his  tutor's  word, 
Pluck'd  off  his  scholar's  gown  and  gripped  his  sword  ; 
Pride  lifts  the  peasant's  brow,  into  his  eye 
Fast  crowds  the  rousing  soul's  nobility  ; 
Proudly  he  speaks,  proudly  his  mate  replies 
Through  the  moist  love  that  dims  her  flashing  eyes  ; 
Kneeling,  she  arms  and  nerves  him  for  the  field 
With  the  vast  strength  two  little  hands  can  yield ; 
And  though  her  heart  nigh  burst,  repressed  the  tear 
That  rose  inglorious  o'er  his  glorious  bier. 

A  king  was  then  no  pageantry  of  state 
To  balance  factions  with  the  show  of  weight ; 
But  a  broad-shouldered,  huge  reality, 
Whose  voice  was  loudest  in  the  battle  cry. 
And  chariot  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  death. 
Honour  then  ruled,  and  patriotism,  and  faith 
In  pow'rs  superior  to  mortal  might. 
Gods  in  all  things  appeared  ;  in  man's  pure  sight 
The  winged  winds  themselves  bore  deities 
To  punish  sin  ;  in  the  red  storm  their  cries 
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Fearful  were  heard,  their  dripping  locks  were  seen 
Shaking  the  hail  out  o'er  the  corn  yet  green  ; 
Jove's  thunderbolt,  with  justice  unrepress'd, 
Was  darted  at  the  impious  sceptic's  breast; 
Or  had  the  God  awhile  his  wrath  forgot. 
And  stayed  his  hand,  avenging  man  had  not : 
Rightly  he  fell ;  but  him,  whose  pious  trust 
Eevered  the  Gods,  him  raised  they  from  the  dust 
To  sit  with  kings  ;  above  the  battle's  glare 
Immortal  forms  would  hover  in  the  air, 
Fought  with  their  fav'rite,  nerved  his  fiercest  blows, 
And  bore  him,  Hke  a  tower,  against  his  foes. 

And  such  the  youth  of  nations,  and  fresh  spring 
Of  that  vast  spirit,  whose  immortal  wing, 
O'er  modern  hearts  still  moving,  warms  the  breast 
With  pregnant  mem'ries  till  it  grows  oppressed. 
O  glorious  times  !     O  glorious  Muse  !     0  soul 
Of  the  round  world,  that  vent'rous  then  outstole, 
Informing  men  with  fire,  but  since  did  wane. 
And  shrivel  to  its  centre  back  again  ! 

D  2 
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0  Greece,  when  thou  wast  young,  and  thou,  O  Eome, 

A\niile  yet  thy  youthful  blood  warm  mantled  home, 

Did  not  the  Muse  with  weaker  spirits  cope, 

And  burst  the  temple  gates  of  Janus  ope  ? 

When  empires  stood  at  sea,  and  bowed  the  waves. 

Hurled  she  not  back  defiantly  their  braves  ? 

And  when  their  spoil  heaved  on  your  shores'  white  breast, 

In  the  glowing  Pyrrhic  stood  she  not  confess'd  ? 

But  when — to  the  shame  of  Time,  whose  cank'ring  tootli 

Eats  silently  into  the  heart  of  youth — 

Her  strength  waxed  old,  and  through  her  feebler  throat 

Came  babbling  forth  the  peace-attuned  note. 

Then,  with  her  temp'ral  country  joined  in  doom, 

The  phoenix  Muse  sank  to  her  temp'ral  tomb. 

And  such  the  youth  of  nations  and  green  rise 
Of  this  tall  tree  that  pierces  now  the  skies. 
To  whose  high  signal  doth  each  wand'rer  flee, 
And,  sitting  under,  thinks  on  liberty. 
Its  rearing  monarchs  but  suppressed  its  fire. 
Like  gard'ners  skilled,  to  make  it  mount  the  high'r  ; 
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Till  in  the  noon  of  its  deep-springing  strength, 
Freedom,  that  last  chief  beauty,  grew  at  length  ; 
Fair  foliage,  whose  sweet  and  sacred  green. 
Might  tempt  the  partial  skies  upon  it  lean. 
O  may  continuance,  with  eternal  chain, 
Link  to  the  earth  what  ne'er  shall  spring  again  ! 
For  when  Decay,  through  the  loose  guard  of  Sin, 
Time  's  woodman  pale,  with  his  slow  axe,  steals  in. 
Those  clouds,  surcharged  with  secret-swelling  spleen. 
That  lurk  below  th'  horizon  still  unseen, 
Shall,  in  the  hour  of  weakness,  throng,  elate, 
T'  unbreast  destruction  on  misfortune's  state. 
Wlierefore  I  counsel  that  there  be  no  strife 
'Twixt  Englishmen,  the  tree's  own  sap  and  life. 
Each  to  himself  his  proper  strength  diverting. 
Like  knots  distortive  drawn,  to  the  tree's  hurting. 
For,  through  its  boughs,  such  storm  shall  shortly  roar, 
Shall  search  its  soundness  to  the  life-most  core  ; 
And  round  each  spot  of  weakness  rage  and  wrack, 
Like  CEolus  with  all  the  winds  at 's  back. 
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From  the  o'ei'heated  bed  of  sensual  peace 
Springs  brutal  vice,  to  misery's  increase. 
Tliougli  War  shame  daylight,  Peace  empoisons  night ; 
War  strikes  abreast,  cow'rd  Peace  avoids  the  sight. 
Murder  now  grovels  with  a  secret  spring ; 
When  lions  bite  no  more,  then  serpents  sting. 
Now  murder  sets  its  ears  to  Science'  doors. 
From  Nature  stealing  her  deep- hidden  stores  ; 
Her  bosom's  treasures,  with  accursed  learning, 
Unto  destruction  of  her  children  turning. 
Of  old,  when  manners  were  less  known  than  grace, 
God  set  a  mark  upon  a  murd'rer's  face; 
But  that  advancing  moral  democrat 
Civility,  soon  smoothed  th'  engraving  flat. 
Thus  doth  Civility  God's  law  erase. 
Blotting  iniquity  from  Murder's  face  ; 
Guilt  in  the  heart  doth  she  so  darkly  hide. 
Deceit  walks  undistinguish'd  by  Truth's  side. 
Patient  of  toil ;  slow  working  to  his  goal, 
Against  the  mighty  current  of  the  soul 
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Murder  gropes  on  ;  surely  one  day  shall  see 
God's  self  burst  his  invisibility, 
And,  moved  by  wrath  to  anticipate  his  plan. 
With  red  right  hand  shall  ju.dge  a  living  man. 
But  to  what  depth  ? — how  shallow  is.  the  line 
Of  thought  to  fathom  punishment  divine  ! 
Hath  Hell  a  dungeon  for  his  fit  detention  ; 
Or  will  the  fiends  be  put  to  their  invention, 
To  find  some  secret  and  forgotten  cell, 
For  fear  lest  he  demoralize  all  Hell, 
And  loose  a  band  from  honest  Satan's  eyes, 
Yet  blinded  to  some  last  enormities  ? 
The  blasts  of  passion  and  abandonment 
Of  war,  may  ruffle  the  soul's  firmament, 
Stirring  its  earthy  depths  ;  they  shall  pass  o'er, 
And  leave  the  soul  as  crystal  as  before. 
But  he  who,  long  delib'rate,  shall  contest 
Against  the  guardian  angel  of  the  breast. 
And,  with  remorseless  eye,  approach  his  end, 
Shall,  past  the  reach  of  Mercy,  be  condemned  ; 
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Herein  his  guilt,  in  Conscience  thrust  aside 
Advisedly,  man's  Heav'n-entrusted  guide. 

Oh,  whence  this  curse,  whose  suiFocating  tie 
Clings  to  the  shoulders  of  mortality  ? 
This  bitter  drop  that  in  the  fount  doth  fall 
Of  Heav'n's  sweet-flowing  gifts,  and  poisons  all  ? 
Behold,  when  God  on  earth  looks  sweetest  down, 
Man  answers  the  caress  Avith  darkest  frown. 
How  fair,  0  Peace,  beams  thy  discover'd  face. 
Upon  God's  hill  in  thy  first  loveliness  ! 
Man,  seeing  thee,  yet  for  his  shame's  enthrall, 
Loves  from  afar,  like  trembling  Prodigal, 
That  worn,  and  low,  and  naked,  now  would  fain 
Return  and  cleave  unto  his  home  again. 
To  whom,  espying  swift,  thou  dost  address 
Flora,  thine  handmaid,  with  a  festal  dress  ; 
Bidd'st  swell  thy  music  o'er  confessing  sin, 
And  to  thine  heart  and  table  bring'st  him  in. 
Pure,  thou  inspirest  purity  ;  man's  knee 
Bends  reverent  to  thy  virginity, 
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As  twine  thy  fingers  his  fierce  brow  about, 
To  smooth  the' war- worked  wrinkles  gently  out. 
Oh,  whence,  while  yet  thy  reign  is  fresh  and  dear, 
Thy  blessings  yet  green-budding  in  hearts  sere, 
Such  canker  eats  thee  that  thou  grow'st  infect, 
And    spread'st    corruption    from    thy    sweetness 
wrecked  ? 
Man  hath  such  an  indisputable  knack 
Against  his  blessings  to  set  up  his  back, 
That,  in  the  wilderness,  I  make  no  question. 
E'en  manna  caused  some  fools  an  indigestion  : 
Though  God  provide  celestial  repast, 
Man  will  or  overeat  or  eat  too  fast. 
Gifts,  which  for  blessings  nature  did  intend. 
By  a  chimera  are  turned  from  their  end ; 
Man  thirsts  for  progress  so  insatiate, 
He  sees  the  world  as  through  a  prison  gate. 
Himself  sole  pris'ner  ;  for  his  fond  eyes  see 
All  other  wretches  better  off  than  he. 
Him  from  himself  doth  this  wild  longing  press. 
To  chase  the  phantasy  of  happiness. 
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Through  thought's  dark  swamps,  murders,  deep-drench 


ing  vice, 


Thefts,  cruelties,  dishonours — the  soul's  price, 

In  the  fond  quest  speed  his  pursuing  feet ; 

Th'  increasing  night  of  crime  shuts  off  retreat. 

As  mis'ry  deepens,  to  his  need  extreme 

Ever  more  vague  the  mocking  lure  doth  seem  ; 

Still  ever  nearer  on  his  failing  breath, 

The  on-coming  rush  of  dark  Despair  and  Death. 

If  War  once  pleased  its  heathen  heart  with  slaves 
Dragged  from  their  burning  homes  to  foreign  graves, 
To  pamper  pride  by  presence  of  pride  missed, 
Or  give  distorted  lust  another  twist. 
Weeps  slavery  not  still  ?     Ah,  who  shall  drive 
The  stomach  from  its  cruel  prerogative  ? 
0  universal  master,  mighty  pow'r, 
Thou  mak'st  the  nobler  part  of  man  to  cow'r, 
That  virtue,  honour,  manhood,  before  Bread, 
Most  cruel  deity,  all  bow  the  head  ; 
Whose  priests,  the  rich,  of  all  earth's  joys  hold  keys. 
And  ope,  or  shut  the  gates  on  whom  they  please. 
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Awake,  thou  ancient  Greek  !  Rise,  spirit  brave  ! 
With  Fancy's  wand  I  charm  thee  from  thy  grave. 
Come,  grandly  naked  from  thy  wrestling  school ; 
Thou  prince  of  nature,  thou  seem'st  born  to  rule ! 
Show  me  thy  Hmbs. — By  Zeus !  now  I  divine 
How  'tis  our  sculptors  never  equal  thine. 
By  all  thy  Gods  who  most  instinctive  rise 
And  fill  the  heav'nly  windows  of  thine  eyes, 
Look  round  this  modern  crowd  and  plainly  state 
Why  are  their  forms  from  thine  degenerate  : 
Earth-shaker,  ope  thy  lips  !     "  Our  Spartan  king, 
"  Perceiving  to  our  doubtful  minds  did  cling 
"  Fears  of  vain  Persia's  gaudy-tinselled  boast, 
"  That  river-draining  and  fire-eating  host, 
"  Stripped  sundry  prisoners  at  Ephesus, 
"  And  showed  their  bodies  thus  unmasked,  to  us. 
"  Men  were  they,  lost  in  ignominious  ease, 
"  New  roused  from  the  strength-sapping  lap  of  peace  ; 
"  Their  limbs  unstrung,  their  bellies  overgrown, 
"  Their  llesh  in  whose  white  field  disease  was  sown  ; 
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"  With  voices  shrill,  and  eyes  whose  soft  alarms 

"  Quivered  before  the  daylight  of  bright  arms. 

"  We,  hardy  Greeks,  trained  to  the  oft  resort 

"  Of  wrestling,  running,  and  all  manly  sport, 

"  Our  num'rous  foes  then  deemed  but  flocks  of  sheep, 

"  Wliich  wolves  stay  not  to  count,  but  'midst  them  leap. 

"  O  Sir,  within  those  Stygian  depths,  where  I, 

"  For  pagan  birth,  by  priests  am  doomed  to  lie, 

'*  Thy  nation  's  oft  discussed,  and  strange  we  find 

"  Its  ancient  manners  have  so  past  from  mind 

"  That  joyous  hardihood,  once  chiefest  pride 

"  And  strain  of  kings,  because  it  most  defied 

"  Empire-mortality,  from  heart  and  face 

"  And  limb  hath  faded  quite,  and  left  no  trace  ; 

"  Or,  with  my  language,  hides  its  royl  remains 

"  In  the  fair  sepulchre  of  learned  brains. 

"  Thy  people,  pillared  on  whose  sturdy  rock 

"  Security  once  feared  no  earthly  shock, 

"  Crumbles,  as  cankered  by  some  secret  worm  ; 

"  Witness  thine  army  :  where  is  now  the  form 
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"  And  strength  of  Ares  V     Dwindled  sires  needs  must 

"  Breed  soldiers  less  :  thus  is  a  country  lost. 

"  Ye  train  each  drudge's  mind  until  it  grows 

"  An  idiot  in  numbers,  scorning  prose  ; 

"  Each  workman  writes  his  sonnet,  and  denies 

"  His  God,  like  any  gentleman  ;  till  flies 

"  Health  with  its  boasts  :  then  'gins  his  mind  to  boil, 

"  Conscience  flies  back  with  terrible  recoil, 

"  And  sinks  the  superstitious  wretch  in  Hell 

"  Before  his  time.     Sir,  Sir,  ye  do  not  well 

*'  To  sow  the  seeds  of  learning  thus  broadcast ; 

"  Tis  like  strong  meat  for  stomachs  used  to  fast, 

"  Forcing  the  mind  into  the  hectic  glow 

"  Of  vile  fertility.     What  ye  bestow 

"  Suit  to  the  taker  :  spirits  be  diverse, 

"  So  life  's  degrees  ;  and  learning  's  but  a  curse 

"  Clogged  with  low  station,  as  its  wings  impart 

"  Fruitless  repining  to  a  caged  bird's  heart. 

"  Who  thirsts  to  learn,  let  drink  ;  but  let  that  thirst 

"  Be  not  provoked  by  your  own  prompting  first. 
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"  No  weight  of  poverty  shall  long  repress 

"  A  spirit  of  determined  loftiness  ; 

"  Its  light,  self-fed,  shall  brighten  and  advance, 

"  Yea,  through  a  ninefold  cloud  of  ignorance. 

"  But  'tis  unwise  to  prick  the  gen'ral  kind 

"  From  that  low  station  by  their  stars  assigned  ; 

"  To  fill  an  empty  skull  with  wild  desire, 

"  Or  lesson  Incapacity  t'  aspire. 

"  For  learning  but  supplies  (thus  runs  man's  doom) 

"  A  little  light  to  show  surrounding  gloom 

"  Thronged  with  the  low'ring  ghosts  of  woes  and  cares; 

"  Wlio  walks  in  complete  darkness  better  fares. 

"  To  build  health's  substance,  to  content  which  leads, 

"  Puffing  the  mind  with  learning  far  exceeds  ; 

"  And,  for  thy  nation's  safety,  may  restrain 

"  Those  thoughts  which  'gin  to  rumble  in  Fate's  brain. 

"  Thy  Government  Avould  act  a  fitter  part, 

"  Fill  warmer  place  in  Reputation's  heart, 

"  That  ceased,  in  Nature's  spite,  to  clear  the  skull 

"  Which  Nature  predetermined  should  be  dull : 


WAR.  47 

"  Nature's  high  statutes  and  declared  intent 
"  Can  override  an  Act  of  Parliament. 
"  Instead,  lead  forth  the  youth,  and  careful  train 
"  Their  sickly  bodies  on  the  martial  plain  ; 
"  Crown  the  bold  wrestler  ;  let  the  runner  earn 
"  His  prize  ;  the  thrower's  excellence  discern. 
"  Nor  should  this  outlay  long  disgrace  its  books, 
"  For  stunted  plants  should  swell  to  stately  oaks. 

"  Mark  yon  mechanic,  creeping  by  the  wall ; 
"  Alas  1  poor  wretch,  a  breath  would  make  him  fall : 
"  Breathe  soft,  ye  winds,  round  corners  !  There  shall  be 
*'  A  struggle  if  his  shadow  mutiny. 
"  Lo,  fretting  care  hath  worn  him,  till  between 
"  The  lattice  of  his  bones  woe's  soul  is  seen. 
".  Look  on  that  eye,  for  blessed  day  too  weak  ; 
''  Death's  ling'ring  seal  sunk  in  each  hollow  cheek. 
"  Pale  student,  leave  thy  books  ;  Thucydides 
"  Wrote  never  lines  so  pregnant  as  are  these  : 
"  Nature's  compendious  book  lies  open  here, 
"  Written  in  signs  indisputably  clear. 
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"  The  fate,  and  mighty  secret  of  regress 

"  Of  nations,  glares  upon  thee  face  to  face. 

"  What  laid  this  man  in  ruins  ?     Is  this  all 

"  Remaining  of  that  yeoman  staunch  and  tall, 

*'  That  walking  castle,  health's  high-crested  pride, 

"  Who  heaved  a  Frenchman  down  at  ev'ry  stride  ? 

"  It  were  an  useful  study  to  explain, 

"  And  trace  degen'rate  nature  through  her  chain. 

*'  Confinement  is  its  root ;  the  body's  spite, 

"  Curse  of  civility,  and  times  polite  ; 

"  Forcer  of  early  sense  and  manhood  pale 

"  In  sapless  shoots,  and  youthful  promise  frail." 

Thanks,  noble  Greek  !  O  rarely  tempered  fire. 
With  glory  fed,  and  high  in-breathed  desire  ! 
Thou,  like  an  eagle,  to  our  envious  shame, 
On  the  world's  pinnacle  hast  built  thy  fame. 
Above  the  level  of  low-cropping  Time. 
Rest  gen'rous  infidel;  thy  sable  crime 
Melts  in  the  radiance  of  th'  advancing  star 
Of  Reason :  soon  those  minds  that  harshly  jar 
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With  false  religion,  levelling  their  spleen 
At  virtues  so  beyond  their  low-pitched  mean, 
By  her  sweet  witch'ry  shall  attuned  be, 
And  move  with  nature  more  melodiously. 
Then,  gentle  Greek,  shall  Folly  be  o'erthrown, 
And  "Wisdom  from  her  cell  remount  her  throne, 
Recall  true  Virtue  for  false  worship  bann'd, 
And  raise  thee  from  thy  Stygian  gaol  undamn'd. 

Nature  lifts  up  her  voice,  and  Reason's  cry 
Forgets  its  ancient  silent  modesty, 
To  stay  this  feeble  life  and  sensual  rot, 
By  peace  on  stagnant  cities  foully  got. 
Lo  !  the  unthinking  foolishness  of  man 
Makes  flat  rebellion  against  Nature's  plan  ; 
For  where  her  progress  tends  to  angel  shapes, 
Mankind  will  sure  work  back  again  to  apes. 

A  soldier's  life  hath  ills  (what  life  hath  not  ?) 
Yet  sapless  life  at  least  is  not  his  lot. 
Rough  hardships,  sickness,  maims,  an  early  grave 
In  foreign  soil,  too  oft  await  the  brave., 
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But  that  soul-crushing  struggle,  day  by  day, 
With  Death  who  with  his  victim  doth  but  play, 
And  steals  his  sick  life,  pang  by  pang,  away  ; 
The  task,  whereon  the  whistling  midnight  creeps, 
While  famine  plucks  the  drudge's  heart  who  sleeps  ; 
The  tugging  moans  of  children,  cruel  stings,  -s 

The  last  and  keenest  arrows  mis'ry  brings,  y 

To  force  numbed  hearts  to  lively  sufferings —       J 
Are  woes  transcending,  in  their  puzzled  strife. 
The  simple  battle  of  a  soldier's  life. 
Progress,  to  climb  degrees,  fame  to  pursue, 
And  proud  distinction  in  a  country's  view  ; 
To  be  a  runner  in  that  race,  whose  prize 
Is  a  wreath  of  smiles  grown  in  a  nation's  eyes. 
Are  thoughts  that,  by  the  enkindlement  of  hope, 
Forbid  the  soul  in  mis'ry  still  to  grope. 
For  those  who  such  rewards  so  frugal  hold, 
Though  well  enough  for  Greeks,  yet  smacking  cold 
To  the  more  sensible  and  real  taste 
Of  Britons  ;  grows,  in  swift-advancing  haste, 
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The  day  when  for  its  need,  shall  be  confessed 

Coiirage  the  wealthiest  talent  of  the  breast. 

Steal  o'er  our  soldier,  on  the  battle's  eve, 

The  careftil  shades  of  love  he  may  bereave — 

Homes  of  departed  light,  and  embers  dead, 

And  lips  that  strain,  and  cheeks  that  pale  for  bread  ; 

His  country  to  his  fancy  swift  appears, 

Op'ning  her  full  hand,  betwixt  smiles  and  tears. 

He  's  sick,  or  wounded  ;  and  a-dreaming  falls, 

To  the  dear  music  of  our  nightingales. 

Sweet  birds  of  England,  ye  shall  never  die, 

While  any  warmth  in  English  bosoms  lie  ; 

For  ye  have  sung  us  songs  that  grow  not  old, 

Nor  wither  on  the  strings  of  fashion  cold. 

But  charm  the  silence  of  life's  wilderness 

With  their  serene  and  lofty  holiness  ! 
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How  beyond  compass  of  all  fleshly  mind 

Is  to  irapierce  that  dark  Intelligence 

Which  wraps  this  earth  ;  yet  like  the  subtle  wind 

Clasps  viewlessly  ;  too  fine  for  mortal  sense  ; 

Trackless  in  origin,  as  in  influence  ; 

Still  stealing,  like  that  stream  which  from  dim  source 
Sweeps  by  Time's  skeletons  that  strew  its  course ! 

The  scroll  of  Nature  is  outspread  to  all, 

Though  writ  in  signs  that  mock  man's  unformed  sight  ; 

Who  mounts  to  read,  aspires  but  to  his  fall ; 

For  study  gathers  on  to  such  full  light. 

That  mortal  eyes  droop  dazzled  into  night. 
And  Pride  falls  from  her  many-storied  tow'r, 
Blind  with  the  lightnings  of  that  secret  pow'r. 
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As  climbs  the  lonely  mariner  some  steep, 

Ever  liigh'r,  straining  with  a  longing  eye  ; 

So  passeth  life  :  and  ever  grows  the  deep, 

To  mock  man's  toil  with  its  placidity  ; 

Till,  westward  sunk,  this  feeble  sun  doth  lie  : 
Then  dawns  a  brighter  star  across  the  wave. 
And  parts  the  marble  darkness  of  the  grave. 

For  else  what  profiteth  to  Heav'n  a  man. 
Product  of  her  high  alchemy  and  art ; 
Confused  in  whose  mixed  and  self-marring  plan. 
Her  treasure  mingles  with  earth's  baser  part. 
Oh,  monstrous  hymen  forced  against  heart ! 

Bann'd  innocence  and  treasure  flung  to  waste, 

Perfection  ruin'd,  being  so  misplaced  ! 

Though  borrowed  be  this  outward  of  frail  mould. 
And  joined  with  brutes  in  Nature's  common  bond  ; 
Yet,  from  the  forfeit,  burst  I  uncontrolled, 
On  forethought's  wings,  to  an  escape  beyond. 
Tuneless  to  life,  of  what  grows  my  heart  fond  ? 

Hath  the  grave  love?  shall  pleasure  warm  death's  face. 

Corruption  lift  itself  to  an  embrace  ? 
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Imperfect  I,  perfection  know'th  my  soul : 
O  impress  of  a  God,  how  fair  art  thou ! 
See,  though  in  mire  of  things  corrupt  I  roll. 
And,  with  low-written  care,  be  marked  my  brow. 
Still  shines  this  sky-drawn  phantasy  below. 

Whence  cam'st  thou,  image,  to  mine  inward  eye  ? 

What  pattern  had  my  life  to  frame  thee  by  ? 

As  order,  rule  bespeaks  ;  as  motion,  pow'r  ; 

Nature,  a  God  ;  as  shadows  forms  precede  ; 

So  heralds  this  sweet  promise  its  full  hour, 

Which,  in  my  breast,  now  hides  its  pregnant  seed. 

Else  my  heart's  framer  shall  forswear  his  deed  ; 
And  Heaven  jest,  that,  from  th'  enthroning  skies 
Looks  down  solemnity  through  all  its  eyes. 

What  thou  in  flow'r  mayst  be,  that,  peeping  bare. 
Dost  with  thy  beauty  green  all  flow'rs  outshine, 
Lieth  in  hope  :  life's  soil  is  stiff  and  spare 
To  husband  such  a  tender  trust  as  thine  ; 
Yet  shall  thy  cherisher  see  thee  untwine 
Thy  simple  petals  'neath  another  sun. 
And  paradise  shall  store  what  earth  begun. 
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Yet,  though  with  no  dim  tongue  oracular, 
Futurity  speaks  soulward  her  intent ; 
For  this  low'r  life  is  no  such  guiding  star, 
T'  illume  its  labyrinthine  argument ; 
And,  to  what  purpose  man  on  earth  is  sent, 

Is  such  a  knot  as  shall  no  (Edipus, 

Unto  my  thinking,  ever  solve  to  us. 

And  whether  God,  or  any  law  of  his, 
Controls  the  shaping  of  our  lives  in  aught ; 
Or,  by  each  man,  his  own  self-int'rest  is. 
To  the  full  measure  of  his  judgment,  sought ; 
And  clashing  int'rests  have  struck  out  the  thought 

Of  chance  ;  since  not  the  wisest  scheme  is  sure, 

Are  arguments  that  ever  will  endure. 

But  though  God's  far  and  deep  retiring  will 
Exceed  the  ken  of  man's  low-flighted  mind. 
As  the  calm  sky  his  pierceless  domicil, 
Whose  glory  hoods  inquiry  and  makes  blind  ; 
Still,  of  that  cloudy  bitterness  entwined 

Around  man's  heart,  is  clearer  cause  to  see  ; 

By  him  b'ing  grafted  upon  Heaven's  decree. 
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Sin's  debt,  which  our  forefathers  did  contract, 
Heart-burning  jars  to  nurse,  and  base  desires, 
From  age  to  sadder  age  increase  hath  tacked, 
That  sons  are  deeper  bounden  than  their  sires  ; 
For  which  debt  the  sky- seated  judge  requires 
Sorrow  and  labour  for  his  interest, 
To  the  last  jsang,  exacted  from  the  breast. 

O  thou  that  sittest  o'er  all  spirits  supreme, 

Deep  in  thine  own  felicity  withdrawn. 

Hear,  from  thy  throne,  this  plaint,  which  woe  extreme 

Hath  from  thine  overburdened  creature  torn  ; 

And,  when  thou  hear'st,  forgive  the  wrong  upborne 
To  thine  harmonious  ear,  whereto  the  harp 
Of  sweetest  mortal  soundeth  shrill  and  sharp  ! 

Complaint  hath  a  regardless  tongue,  but  thou 
Wilt  not  collect  the  Avindy  voice  of  woe  : 
Behind  proud  lips  doth  oft  the  frail  heart  bow. 
Trembling,  and  bare,  and  reverently  low. 
But,  if  his  pain  him  thrust  t'  unseemly  throe, 
O  think  thine  absence  and  denied  caress 
Have  pushed  his  sorrow  to  this  hardiness. 
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"  O  Nature,  kind,  yet  thrifty  prodigal, 
"  That  granting  much,  dost  still  so  much  refuse, 
"  See,  thou  hast  made  thy  masterpiece  of  all, 
"  Less  happy  than  each  beast  whom  he  subdues. 
"  Dear  suicide,  thou  dost  thyself  abuse, 

"  To  hang  thy  gems,  and  royal  mockery, 

"  Upon  such  hollow  cheek  of  sov'reignty. 

"  Each  animal,  being  forced  by  thee  to  enlist 

"  For  service  in  life's  wars,  hath  claim  to  pay  ; 

"  Beasts  are  with  furs  and  patient  stomachs  blest, 

"  And  teeth  and  talons  to  secure  their  prey; 

"  Fev'rish  ambition  doth  no  brute  betray, 
"  Nor  ebon-thoughted  sorrow  ent'ring  stains 
"  That  blissful  breast  where  sweet  contentment  reigns. 

"  To  man  thy  thought,  long  pausing,  gave  a  soul, 

"  Drawn  from  the  treasure  of  thine  own  breast's  Hght ; 

"  A  virgin  lily,  an  unblemished  scroll, 

"  Which,  self-recording,  doth  such  tales  indite 

"  Of  thoughts  illustrious  and  actions  bright, 

"  That  Heav'n  enamoured  for  its  keeping  strives, 
"  And  stores  the  volume  in  her  own  archives. 
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"  Reason's  perfection,  and  the  sum  of  truth, 
"  That  blushes  for  remembered  dignity  ; 
"  Being  low'rd  to  a  consortion  so  uncouth, 
"  Whose  discord  rends  the  heart  of  harmony  ; 
"  And  mocked  and  jeered  in  the  base  rivalry 
"  Of  a  low  rabble  of  earth-born  desires, 
"  Who  force  to  their  embrace  her  sacred  fires. 

"  Yet,  though  imprisoned,  by  her  presence  mere, 

"  Her  gaol  ennobling  o'er  each  house  of  life  ; 

"  Sealing  man's  brow  beyond  the  high  compeer 

"  Of  lordly  lion  yielding  in  the  strife  ; 

"  And  pointing  him  unto  thy  chambers  rife, 

"  Where  thou  disrobing  thy  dim  outward  dress, 
"  Op'nest  to  fuller  glow  of  loveliness. 

"  But  being  wooed  unto  an  holy  love, 
"  And  high  enthroned  o'er  each  submissive  lust, 
"  Assumes  the  staff,  and,  strengthen'd  from  above, 
"  Attunes  to  concord  her  discordant  trust ; 
"  Sleepless,  lest  wicked  thought  therein  may  thrust 
"  Its  vicious  blackness,  and,  with  subtle  wind, 
"  Steal  through  unguarded  ear  to  sleeping  mind. 
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"  With  such  high  gift  Him  deeming  paid  in  full, 
"  (See,  what  an  austere  paymaster  art  thou !) 
"  From  this  defenceless  creature  dost  thou  pull 
"  Those  blessings  which  mere  cattle  yet  endow. 
"  Cold,  hungry,  naked,  see  thy  monarch  now, 

"  Commence  his  reign  with  loud  triumphal  cries, 
"  Cheeks  flushed  with  ruby  joy,  and  streaming  eyes. 

"  Call'st  thou  me  lord  ?     Alas,  to  call  me  lord, 

"  Foists  upon  mis'ry's  face  a  hopeless  lie ; 

"  His  lordship  's  hungry,  can  his  name  afford 

"  The  dignity  of  dinner  to  his  eye. 

"  I  'm  cold,  and  have  no  private  where  to  die ; 
"  For  all  the  windows  of  this  heartless  street, 
"  Hold  me  like  demon's  eyes  from  head  to  feet. 

"  Foxes  have  holes ;  birds  of  the  air  have  nests  ; 
"  Man  only  hath  not  where  to  lay  his  head  : 
"  The  common  filth  of  earth  with  these  digests, 
"  But  man  must  health  exchange  for  Httle  bread. 
"  E'en  of  this  costly  soul  I  live  in  dread ; 

"  For  it  points  downward  with  such  steady  action, 
"  I  doubt  that  Hell 's  its  centre  of  attraction. 
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"  What  is  to  me  dominion  over  brutes  ? 

"  Myself 's  the  only  brute  that  owns  my  sway ; 

"  E'en  this  my  stomach  with  a  twinge  refutes, 

"  Which  is  a  harder  foe  to  put  awuy 

"  Than  mine  adult'rous  wife.     I  must  obey 
"  This  master  ;  for  my  bondage  I  confessed, 
"  With  the  first  drop  sucked  from  my  mother's  breast. 

"  0  Nature,  Nature  !  though  six  thousand  years 
"  Be  little  better  than  a  wink  to  thee  ; 
"  With  us  Time's  monuments  are  'graved  with  tears, 
"  And  mark  our  period  from  that  time  of  glee, 
"  When  food  and  figleaves  grew  on  ev'ry  tree  ; 
"  And  lawyers,  in  this  golden  dream  of  youth, 
"  Lay  wrangling  in  the  Devil's  hollow  tooth, 

"  True  to  lust's  promptings  move  the  limbs  of  brutes, 
"  Ah,  envious  thought,  chained  by  no  social  sin  ! 
"  My  sons  are  thieves,  my  daughters  prostitutes  ; 
"  Propensities  in  beasts  not  counted  sin, 
''  For  these  plead  instinct  in  defence  and  win. 

"  My  savage  sire  was  warned  but  from  one  tree, 

"  But  now  are  all  trapped  by  society." 
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Cease,  cease,  fond  man,  for  at  thy  God  thou  railest ; 
Thyself  b'ing  dark  thou  dost  transfer  the  shade  : 
Whence  springs  this  misery  thou  so  bewailest  ? 
Where  hides  thy  comfort  ?     Lo  !  when  thou  wast  made, 
Heav'n  spared  an  angel  for  thy  blindness'  aid, 
With  eyesight  not  of  here  :  this  guide  to  thee, 
This  fifty  times  thy  brother,  where  is  he  ? 

Joy  lieth  in  hope,  whose  crystal  fount  doth  hide 
In  mazy  darkness  deep,  and  spell-locked  gloom  ; 
Whereto  did  never  mortal  yet  betide. 
Save  did  in  hand  that  bud  of  promise  bloom, 
Pluck'd  from  the  sunny  fields  beyond  the  tomb. 
Then,  kneeling,  cherish  with  thy  fondling  breath, 
Those  leaves  which  shall  unclose  in  dawning  death. 

Tow'r  thee  in  silence  ;  sorrow  nobly  borne 
Shall  scale  the  height  of  heav'nly  happiness. 
Respect  thyself  ;  hold  meaner  things  in  scorn  ; 
Sink  not  beneath  the  stoop  of  heav'n's  caress  : 
Who 's  great  on  earth,  in  heav'n  shall  not  be  less. 

O  king,  unthrone  thee  not  for  vile  dispute  ; 

Thyself  with  brute  compared,  art  less  than  brute. 
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Less  earthly,  for  the  crown  of  man  thou  stainest, 
While,  still  thy  peril  with  thy  talent  nursing. 
How  low  the  beastly  foolishness  thou  feignest, 
Thou  canst  not  shrink  from  God's  tribunal  piercing, 
Thy  poorness  to  an  austere  lord  rehearsing. 
Mercy  in  rich  humility  delights, 
But  poverty's  proud  face  scornfully  spites. 


Be  still,  poor  bird  !  thou  shalt  not  suffer  long. 
Though  rough  thy  feathers  now,  and  dull  thy  song. 
Trembles  thine  heart  ?     0  see,  thy  dark  foe,  Night 
Furls  her  pale  falcon  wings,  and  droops  her  sight 
To  mark  the  first  grey  foresters  of  moiia 
Pace  solemnly  these  black -hung  woods.     The  horn 
Of  chanticleer  shall  soon  the  revel  wake. 
Shrill-winding  through  each  tangle-tufted  brake  ; 
And  Zephyr  rising  with  a  merry  sweep 
Unveil  where  virgin  Earth,  new-roused  from  sleep. 
Stands,  o'  tiptoe,  blushing  from  her  loftiest  hill, 
Op'ning  her  eyes  to  drink  her  wonder's  fill 
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Of  her  lord's  beauty,  who,  with  bended  bow, 

Draws  on  apace.     What  ?  is  thy  spirit  low 

Thou  poor,  poor  bird,  because  this  night  doth  creep 

With  leaden  horrors  like  a  sick  man's  sleep, 

Most  mournful  chorister  with  book  of  stone  ? 

Why,  so  it  is  ;  life  hath  a  tuneless  tone 

For  a  fine  ear.    But  O,  be  silent  now ; 

Comfort  thee,  heart,  mount  to  thy  topmost  bough, 

And  stretch  thine  expectation  through  the  gloom. — 

O,  it  shall  come  ;  Night's  secret-teeming  womb, 

Forced  by  some  older  and  high'r-seated  pow'r, 

Shall  bear  its  mystery.     One  brimming  hour, 

Centre  of  cycles  within  cycles  rolled, 

Hope's  crowded  aim,  and  inmost  point  of  gold, 

Shall  age  the  blessed  birth  ;  he  shall  unfold 

His  standard  in  the  east,  and  from  his  plumes 

Shake  forth  the  darts  of  war.     Then,  all  the  tombs. 

And  floodgates  of  corruption,  op'ning  wide, 

Shall  roll  their  horrors  in  one  foaming  tide. 

Sin,  and  her  oiFspring,  Sorrow,  Pain,  and  Death, 

Shall  pitch  their  final  camp  the  sky  beneath, 
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Daring  unequal  war  ;  and  there  shall  fall 

Eound  the  uproused  and  straining  world  a  pall 

Black  beyond  speech  ;  but  in  the  air  a  noise 

Shall  be,  as  when  the  west  wind's  mighty  voice 

Is  heard  at  midnight  'mong  the  crested  pines, 

Or  roar  of  meeting  seas.     Till  through  the  lines 

Of  serried  ebon,  with  a  touch  o'erthrown, 

Venus,  descended  from  her  silver  throne, 

Disparts  her  queenly  way,  and,  pointing,  shows 

Where,  in  the  east,  the  rising  helmet  glows 

Of  one  who,  in  his  chambers  of  retire. 

Having  put  off  his  earthly  robes  of  fire. 

Now  bathes  him  in  the  crystal  sea  of  light ; 

And  now,  in  the  full  majesty  of  might, 

Unveiled,  moves  o'er  th'  horizon,  while  around 

Breaks  the  still  air  into  the  martial  sound 

Of  solemn-breathing  hymns  ;  and  from  her  post 

In  the  low'r  sky,  Night  and  her  anxious  host, 

The  beauteous  pageant  stretching  forth  to  see, 

Stand  fast  enchanted,  and  melt  smilingly. 
*  *  *  * 
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Open  thine  eyes,  my  love  ;  my  soul,  rise  up, 

The  morning  drinketh  in  the  lily's  cup  ; 

The  lark  sings  in  the  sky  ;  the  cornfield  tall, 

Nature's  ear-thralling  harp,  sighs  musical ; 

And  each  light  breeze,  embracing  as  it  roves, 

Whisp'reth  of  lovers'  tongues  in  scented  groves. 

Awake,  my  gentle  love,  thou'st  done  me  wrong. 

Thus  to  have  wandered  from  mine  arms  so  long, 

For,  missing  thee,  some  ugly  dream  hath  crept. 

And  stol'n  me  out  of  Heaven  as  I  slept. 

Methought — but  oh,  how  fair  thou  seemest  now ! 

Sure  love  with  extra  beam  hath  lit  thy  brow. 

And  gems  the  crystal  waters  of  those  eyne 

Wherein  oblivion  is  ;  yet  ere  I  twine 

Me  to  thy  sweet  forgetfulness  once  more, 

Some  thoughts,  dream-risen,  I  would  fain  glance  o'er. 

Therefore  to  thee,  perfect  companion 

Of  man  in  paradise — b'ing  portion 

Of  God's  own  essence,  little  mixed,  to  stay 

The  wasted  mouth  of  longing,  and  t'  allay 
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The  sickness  of  desire — this  dream  of  pain 

Unfolding  to  thee  will  I  live  again  ; 

Though  with  reflection  brief,  as  lover  might 

Huddle  his  pray'rs  upon  his  bridal  night. 
Sorrow  I  dreamt  of  and  all  kinds  of  strife 

Compressed  in  a  few  years,  niethought  termed  life  ; 

But  what  eternity  of  woe  was  there  ! 

The  grateful  change  of  the  light-thoughted  year, 

Which  o'er  the  flow'rs  of  Heav'n  doth  various  dance, 

Would  hold  its  hour-glass  to  our  ignorance, 

Did  not  its  sweet  vicissitude  of  joy 

Call  for  our  study  and  ovir  breasts  employ 

With  pleasures  diverse  ;  and  chief  above  all 

To  mark  how  weareth  that  wise  interval 

Of  hope,  still  length'ning  to  the  last  its  sweet, 

At  whose  blest  period  we  that  visage  greet 
Whose  smile  is  sum  of  angels'  happiness. 
In  Heaven  thus — but  in  this  nether  place, 
The  groaning  Year  trailed  out  his  slow  extent, 
Like  rusty  age  with  heavy  fardel  bent ; 
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Sorrow  went  with  him,  step  by  step,  to  goad 
The  fainting  wretch,  and  pile  afresh  his  load  ; 
Till,  in  December's  howling  waste  of  snows, 
His  spirit  sank,  and  so  his  pack  of  woes 
Passed  to  another  pilgrim,  who,  with  head 
Bowed  wearily  to  Heav'n,  set  off  instead. 

In  this  low'r  world,  fall'n  from  estate  divine. 
Of  immortality  the  mortal  shrine. 
Dwelt  man,  by  the  especial  doom  of  God 
Constrained  through  its  unworthiness  to  plod. 
Though  mixed  and  dull,  yet  him  from  Heav'n  I  knew, 
For  how  himself  he  darkened,  God  shone  through  ; 
Or  rather  in  him  might  myself  be  sought. 
But,  as  in  fractured  glass,  dark  and  distort : 
A  wondrous  creature,  whose  sufficient  curse 
Was  to  be  blind  in  judgment,  and  perverse  ; 
Which  slender  capital  he  would  invest 
Greedily  at  usurious  interest, 
Soon  grew,  in  ev'ry  sorrow,  millionaire. 
Died,  and  th'  inheritance  enriched  his  heir. 

F  2 
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Experience,  which  makes  wise  a  single  mind, 
Could  ne'er  increase  the  wisdom  of  mankind  ; 
Suff' rings,  that  purge  an  individual  soul, 
Never  made  pure  the  universal  whole. 
Nor  thoughtful  tale  of  ages  blundered  through, 
Nations,  whose  canker  with  their  increase  grew, 
Th'  effect  of  laws,  the  throng  of  facts,  nor  rich 
Inheritance  of  wealthy  minds — to  which. 
As  to  some  mast'ring  force.  Time  reverent 
Bowed,  and  his  due  oblivion  forewent — 
Might,  by  experience,  make  man's  mis'ries  less. 
Or  further  him  one  step  towards  happiness. 
Manners  would  change,  so  laws,  so  language,  dress, 
But  vice  was  as  unchangeable  as  flesh  ; 
The  self-same  vices  that  had  moved  the  ire 
Of  prophets  old,  set  Christian  breasts  on  fire. 
From  the  soul  forced  by  the  hot  lusts  of  man, 
Mis'ry,  avenger  of  this  violence,  sprang  ; 
Wlio,  Proteus-like,  although  she  did  present 
Shapes  many,  vice  was  all  her  element. 
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Which  origin,  consorting  ill  with  pride, 
Man,  his  own  flatt'rer,  did  the  balm  provide, 
Lajring  the  burden  of  this  self-worked  evil 
Upon  a  luckless  scapegoat  called  the  devil. 

'T  was  selfishness,  my  soul,  't  was  selfishness 
Thus  choked  all  avenues  to  happiness  ; 
For,  b'ing  defenceless  in  this  desert,  man 
Was  sure  to  fall,  unless  in  caravan  ; 
To  individual  ruin  each  would  come. 
And  so  work  out  the  miserable  sum. 
Used  each  for  all,  and  all  for  each,  the  eyes 
Mortals  had  universally  been  wise  ; 
For  man  not  much  was  primarily  cursed, 
Purblindness  in  his  judgment  was  the  worst ; 
This  had  the  piercing  sight  of  love  removed. 
Had  the  experiment  been  ever  proved. 
In  each  was  love  implanted,  but  the  earth 
Of  man's  mixed  nature  overpowered  its  worth. 
Some  fastened  it  on  wealth  ;  others,  as  blind, 
Abased  it  at  the  feet  of  womankind  ; 
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And  so  this  coin  of  universal  trust 
Was  pilfered,  and  applied  to  ev'ry  lust. 
In  pity  once  of  this  unhappy  dearth, 
Heav'n  melted  into  flesh  and  came  on  earth, 
And,  with  the  law  of  charity,  revealed 
The  springs  of  happiness  till  then  concealed. 
Lo,  here,  my  soul,  how  Heaven's  bounty  gives  . 
To  living  man  angels'  prerogatives ! 
With  mortal  weeds  veiled  and  o'ershadowed, 
Thin  o'er  bright  love  through  all  discovered  ; 
From  the  sky  stooping  his  ambrosial  brows, 
Discrowned  and  sad,  'mid  seraphs'  tearful  vows, 
Christ  upon  earth  descended,  on  whose  tongue 
Heav'n's  embassy  and  truce  sweet-thoughted  hung. 
Yet  even  while  that  deep  melodious  breath 
Hung  on  men's  chords,  impossible  of  death. 
By  choral  sprites  held  o'er  the  silent  grave, 
A  change  crept  o'er  that  heart-enthralKng  wave 
Of  heav'nly-ling'ring  music,  for  askance 
Harsh  folly  rose,  and  all  was  dissonance. 
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Noblest  and  dearest !  What  a  lot  was  thine 

Incarnate  visit  of  the  love  divine  ! 

To  live  on  Ups  whose  life  out-terrored  death, 

Thy  sweetness  lending  to  each  villain's  breath  ; 

Banker  of  Avarice,  Ambition's  tool, 

And  idol  to  each  superstitious  fool ! 

Man  found,  my  soul,  it  was  an  easier  cause 

To  cringe  before  a  God  than  keep  his  laws, 

Preferring  much,  as  humours  mostly  ran, 

A  creeping  saint  before  an  upright  man. 

Whoso  would  highest  stand  in  estimation. 

Worked  to  the  last  depth  of  self-degradation  ; 

Scorners  of  wealth  grew  rich,  and  they  who  sneered 

At  wisdom,  wisest  in  men's  eyes  appeared. 

Of  gentleness,  that  did  to  madness  drive, 

Of  meekness  wond'rously  provocative, 

Was  praised  piety,  who  ne'er  saw  evil, 

But  tearfully  gave  notice  to  the  devil ; 

Most  vain  contemner  of  all  vanities, 

And  loudest  humble  creature  'neath  the  skies. 
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Hence  this  perversion. — Of  old  were  assigned 

Thi'ee  virtues  to  o'ersee  the  Christian  mind, 

Faith,  Christ's  own  Charity,  and  Hope  thereto. 

Which  sprang  from  union  of  the  other  two. 

Now  unto  Faith  (or  whether  human  sight 

Was  nat'rally  infirm,  or  seeing  right 

By  priests  perverted  were)  seemed  to  be  given 

Exceeding  honour,  e'en  the  keys  of  Heav'n, 

And  bravery  which  outbedizened  far. 

By  vaunts  and  promises,  arts  popular. 

The  virgin  lustre  and  sweet  silent  grace 

Of  artless  Charity's  retiring  face. 

Whence  it  befell,  that  unto  man  half-blind 

That  virtue  which  most  glittered  reached  his  mind. 

He  needed  government,  but  avarice 

Prompted  a  ruler  that  asked  easy  price  ; 

And  thoughtless  man  from  Faith  was  far  from  shrinking, 

Who  only  asked  the  service  of  not  thinking  : 

A  sacrifice  of  the  selfsame  degree, 

As  a  blind  man's  resolution  not  to  see. 


HOPE.  73 

And,  in  return,  from  conscience  would  protect, 

Th'  oppressor  of  a  feeble  intellect. 

Insure  tranquillity  without  the  aid 

Of  any  virtue  of  laborious  grade, 

And,  after  death,  bestow  still  further  prize. 

By  op'ning  to  her  blindfold  train  the  skies. 

Man  soon  the  barren  kingdom  of  his  breast 

Yielded,  with  liberty  he  ne'er  possessed, 

To  Faith  ;  as  grew  his  rev'rence,  so  congealed 

His  heart,  to  sunny  Charity  quite  sealed. 

Man  had  a  spirit  deep  in  his  frame  inwove. 
Like  to  some  nymph  hid  in  her  sacred  grove, 
To  whose  entangled  cell,  in  the  full  hour 
Of  wakeful  thought  and  Heav'n's  descending  pow'r, 
Wand'ring,  spell-led,  with  holy-thinking  feet. 
He  wooed  and  won  her  to  communion  sweet. 
Then  reasoned  she  on  sin,  in  accents  bold. 
But  sweet  as  abbey  bell  at  evening  tolled  ; 
On  worth  of  toys  that  grosser  men  enthrall — 
Riches,  display,  high  seat,  the  common  bawl. 
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Him,  her  disciple,  bade  she  mark  how  mind, 
In  life's  adorers,  soon  grew  dim  and  blind  ; 
Life's  fires  delusive  flaming  out  the  light 
Of  reason,  wherein  lies  man's  best  delight ; 
Thus  man  t'  outgrovel  beasts  was  soon  content : 
Brutes  worshipped  naught,  but  man  to  devils  bent. 
'In  fair  comparison  a  brute  was  he, 
Without  the  gift  of  brute,  serenity. 
Her  tone  then  changing  to  a  sweeter  reed, 
On  mis'ry  and  its  cause,  she  would  proceed, 
Unrav'lling  the  perplexities  of  woe. 
Anon,  advising  firmly,  would  she  glow 
Like  proud  Minerva  panoplied  for  war, 
Hurling  from  Heaven  like  a  falling  star  ; 
A  sight  to  bear  a  hero  'bove  his  worth, 
And  string  a  cow'rd  to  overturn  the  earth. 
Then,  sweetly  settling  to  herself  again, 
Hope's  beam  wing'd  from  her  eyes,  and  cleft  in  twain 
The  wintry  clouds  that  brooded  o'er  his  heart. 
When  swiftly  to  full  spring  his  breast  would  start: 


HOPE.  75 

Till,  all  things  tuned  to  her  own  harmony, 
The  world  slipped  from  beneath  her  votary ; 

* 

Love  dropped  her  veil,  and  with  a  look  intense, 
Snapped  the  gross  fetters  of  inwoven  sense, 
And,  from  earth's  bondage  free,  he  plumed  to  soar. 
Her  following  who  ever  sang  before. 

My  soul,  thou  beam  of  God,  'twas  thou,  'twas  thou. 
Wast  mine  Egeria,  seen  plainly  now  ! 
Through  life's  drear  wood  thy  voice  from  ev'ry  tree 
TrilHng,  charmed  darkness  into  melody. 
My  thoughts,  unfixed  from  outward  happiness. 
Trembling  flew  home,  and  grew  to  thy  caress, 
Which,  to  my  need,  did  ever  sweeten  more, 
As  force  to  a  true  knot  confirms  the  core. 
From  thy  celestial  armoury  endued, 
Had  I  the  triple  brass  of  fortitude  ; 
And  with  the  manna  and  sustaining  bread 
Of  hope,  was  I  inwardly  nourished. 
O  that  my  words  beyond  words  might  ascend 
And  be  a  passion  each,  that  I  might  bend 
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Speech  to  the  utt'rance  of  thy  slighted  worth, 
Thou  holy  thing,  thou  daisy  of  the  earth. 
That,  through  life's  night,  in  modest  maidenhood 
Droopest  thy  lids,  as  waiting  to  be  wooed  ; 
So  good  from  wicked  men  thou  mayst  dispart  : 
For  he  who  loves  thee  hath  no  evil  heart, 
And,  in  death's  dawn,  full  reverently  laid 
Beneath  the  tree  of  life's  embroidered  shade,. 
Shall  watch  thee,  with  a  lover's  keen  dehght. 
Unclose  thy  simple  leaves  unto  the  light. 
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Though  various  modes  and  whims  of  bowing  down 

To  gods  unnumbered,  of  diverse  renown, 

In  various  times,  'mongst  various  tribes  obtain, 

And  creeds  be  difF'rent  as  the  minds  of  men  ; 

Yet  can  the  philosophic  tongue  proclaim 

One  Deity  of  universal  fame, 

Whose  single  influence,  as  with  a  tether. 

Constrains  the  fam'ly  of  mankind  together  ; 

Whereto  all  minds  and  pow'rs  of  what  degree 

Tend,  as  to  one  centre  of  gravity. 

His  name — draw  fiddlers  with  your  sharpest  pass. 

Roll  forth  proud  organ,  sound  tremendous  brass. 

Bellow  ye  cannons  from  your  brazen  mouths, 

Stand  round  ye  gray  old  men,  stand  round  ye  youths, 
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And  with  a  shout  t'  unbreathe  a  world,  unfold 
To  devils,  men,  and  gods  the  awful  name  of  gold. 

Mysterious  Unity !  whose  name,  I  ween, 
Both  GOD  includes  and  slips  an  l  between. 
(Is  hence  thy  warmer  worship?)     Who  but  thou 
Of  ancient  gods  hath  templed  it  till  now, 
Great  as  that  day  jEsclepius'  fane  did  see 
All  thrones,  e'en  mighty  Jove's,  contemned  for  thee  ? 
Sure  poets  have  belied  thee  in  thy  birth  : 
Thou  wast  the  attractive  nucleus  of  the  earth  ; 
Thou  the  true  Eros,  to  whose  centre  flew 
Each  worldly-minded  atom,  and  there  grew. 
So,  from  the  struggle  raging  through  all  space 
Twixt  atoms  to  obtain  the  nearest  place, 
By  tricks,  by  impudence,  by  bangs  and  blows, 
And  furious  elbowings,  Chaos  arose. 
Until — ^though  after  many  an  outburst — 
The  atoms  settled  down  :  the  densest  first ; 
Then  those  less  dense  ;  and  last  the  lightest  minds 
Howled  out  their  disappointment  in  the  winds. 
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On  thee,  0  Gold,  wlaere'er  thy  footsteps  deign, 
Beam  rev'rent  smiles.     Before  thy  glitt'ring  train 
Hides  Poverty  her  blush.     Valour  attends 
Upon  thy  nod,  and  surly  Justice  bends, 
Uncouthest  courtier.     At  thy  lib'ral  hand 
Waits  snowy  Wisdom.     Thou  dost  wave  thy  wand, 
And  all  the  stores  of  nature,  and  the  wit 
Of  man,  spring  forth  spontaneous  to  thy  feet. 
Wouldst  thou  descend  to  love  ?     On  thee  the  eye 
Of  Beauty  lingers  ;  for  thine  ear  the  sigh 
Of  sweet  Virginity  embalms  the  air  ; 
For  thee  doth  Virtue  bind  her  curious  hair 
And  loose  for  thee  that  zone  to  Worth  denied. 
But  oh,  thou  mighty  Pow'r,  may'st  thou  not  hide 
Thy  sunny  face  from  me,  and  cast  me  down 
O'  bitter  nights  to  serve  the  silver  moon. 
And  study  my  friend's  door !     Or  through  the  sash 
Watch  the  proud  fire  fawn  on  his  golden  face  ; 
Or,  haply  knocking,  rouse  the  brutal  hound 
That  knows  the  beggar !     Oh,  if  I  have  crowned 
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Ever  thine  altar  with  a  sleepless  night, 

(^Vllich  well  thou  know'st,)  curse,  curse  me  not  outright 

With  sxich  a  marrow-searching  curse  as  this. 

Oh  let  my  proud  soul  not  bow  down  to  kiss 

That  hand  whose  bread  but  loiters  on  a  tale 

Whose  point  is  told.     Let,  let  my  gray  hairs  quail 

Not  to  mine  ancient  and  familiar  friend  ; 

In  whose  least  room,  slow-piecing  to  their  end. 

Creep  my  woe-laden  days,  though  urged  to  speed 

By  many  a  pray'r  to  Death's  forgetful  reed. 

A  miserable,  poor,  old,  goldless  man. 

Whose  heart,  expatriate  with  such  leprous  ban, 

Would  fain  unfasten  from  this  rough  world's  din, 

And  seek  new  haven  where  to  anchor  in. 

Passions,  base  thoughts,  and  grovelling  desires 
Seem,  to  man's  shame,  life's  elemental  fires  ; 
The  real  sparks  that  through  his  body  pass, 
And  with  vitality  inform  the  mass. 
What  instinct  prompts,  experience  more  bold 
Confirms — the  spring  of  progress  lies  in  Gold  ; 
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Since  Gold,  by  some  attracted  rev'rence  blind, 

Submits  the  helping  shoulders  of  mankind  ; 

Finds  prey  to  groping  Lust,  t' Ambition  wings, 

And  stays  the  mouth  of  Av'rice  with  good  things  ; 

Excuses  labour,  frees  confinement's  chain, 

Enlarges  pleasure,  and  abridges  pain. 

The  barren  mind  is,  by  its  magic  aid. 

The  fertile  parent  of  Attention  made  ; 

Doubtless  a  blind  and  bastard  issue,  spawn 

Of  vulgar  tongues,  and  but  to  short  life  born  ; 

But  with  a  voice  of  such  sweet  subtle  sway. 

As  to  each  heart's  adoption  wins  its  way  : 

Nay,  what  philosopher,  spite  of  his  looks. 

But  loves  when  it  comes  prattling  'mong  his  books  ? 

But  when  e'en  through  this  dark  impassioned  state 
Still  Charity  is  found  to  penetrate, 
The  marvel  grows  where  may  her  home  endure, 
In  such  impurity  sequestered  pure. 
For  if  base  passions  form  man's  real  heart, 
Then  Charity  wars  'gainst  his  tend'rest  part ; 
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And  e'en  when  victory  she  chance  t'  obtain, 
In  worldly  measurement  how  small  her  gain  ! 
Nay,  reaping  oft  for  her  requiting  spoil 
Such  crop  as  makes  her  tearfully  recoil, 
(For  Sensibility's  most  del'cate  shield 
Is  all  the  armour  that  she  brings  in  field) 
Still,  to  her  own  self  true,  retreat  she  spurns 
And,  by  some  inward  spring  refreshed,  returns. 
Unseen,  yet  trace'ble  in  her  influence 
Along  her  path  of  dark  beneficence, 
By  sorrows  heal'd,  and  rugged  brows  of  care 
Beneath  her  sorrow-smoothing  hand  grown  fair. 
Man's  earthlier  nature  must  transcended  be 
By  him  who  seeks  the  source  of  Charity  ; 
And  since  her  loveliness  is  of  the  skies. 
With  awful  hearts  mankind  should  recognize 
The  evidence  of  that  divinest  breath 
Infused  in  man,  though  secret  until  death. 

Who  therefore  heark'ning  to  this  inward  voice 
Hath  strength  to  bend  his  nature  from  its  choice  ; 
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His  pure  soul  foll'wing  that  day-pointing  guide 
Which  God,  from  his  own  essence,  doth  provide 
To  pierce  the  darkness  of  this  house  of  clay  ; — 
That  man  erects  his  brow  into  clear  day, 
While  dull  mortality  still  clogs  his  feet : 
Lo,  Heav'n  and  Earth  in  his  conjunction  meet! 

The  accidents  of  life  are  passing  strange, 
And  stultify  the  mind  of  farthest  range. 
Contentment,  if  it  anywhere  obtain. 
When  analyzed,  but  seems  release  from  pain, 
And  (to  the  sorrow  of  the  learned  kind) 
The  lodger  most  of  an  unfurnished  mind. 
Knowledge  increases  borrow ;  learning  fills 
The  home  of  poverty  with  bitter  ills ; 
Slander  makes  prey  of  Greatness ;  never  wreath 
Of  Fame  so  bright  but  Envy  lurks  beneath  ; 
O'erwearied  Talent  must  see  dunces  stiE 
The  highest  seats  in  Fortune's  temple  fill ; 
Deceit  oft  flourishes  o'er  Virtue's  head ;  ' 
Full  many  a  scornful  shaft  at  Worth  has  sped 
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From  base  Prosperity's  exulting  bow. 

Behold  this  goodly  man,  who  with  fair  show 

Doth  like  a  stately  tree  now  over-roof 

An  hundred  humble  nests,  by  him  made  proof! 

The  axe  shall  bring  him  down  in  all  his  pride, 

And  mark !  his  well-used  substance  shall  provide 

Clubs  for  the  oppressor,  and  a  plank  whereon 

Smiling  he  walks  to  his  damnation. 

The  storm  which  lays  the  honest  cottage  low, 

Will  o'er  the  tyrant's  palace  harmless  blow  ; 

The  heads  of  innocents  are,  to  receive 

I 

The  falling  stone,  as  soft  as  any  thieves' ; 

Mishaps  and  blessings,  joy  fulness  and  pain 

Fall  variously  on  good  and  bad,  like  rain. 

By  which  supreme  neglect  of  worldly  things. 

Our  nobler  part  God  in  reflection  brings  ; 

That  we,  like  that  bold  land  which,  strong  in  hearts 

Disdains  defensive  walls,  may  act  our  parts. 

Not  trusting  to  the  unstable  means  of  earth, 

But  inly  buttressed  by  our  secret  worth. 
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Dull  from  commencement  by  commixture  gross, 
And  sparely  beaming  through  o'erlying  dross, 
The  soul  'neath  cloudy  thoughts  decreases  pale. 
Till  Death  steals  o'er  with  triple-folded  veil. 
Now  charity  doth  by  its  lustre  prove 
This  myst'ry  of  inwoven  light  and  love 
Surmounted  high  above  the  sensual  heap. 
As  the  strong  bird  doth  from  her  eyrie  peep, 
Storm-bound,  but  steady  in  her  strength,  to  sight 
When  vital  spring  first  fires  the  ghostly  white 
Of  winter,  stirs  her  plumes,  unscales  her  eyes 
And  darts  her  piercing  vision  through  the  skies 
Aiming  no  middle  flight ;  so  manifest 
To  each  observing  eye  the  man  possessed 
"With  the  clear,  vital,  upward  tending  fire 
Of  charity  ;  fulfilled  vfith.  sweet  desire. 
Now  in  this  gloom-enfettered  hoxir  of  life 
Fast  standing  amid  trouble's  envious  strife. 
Watchful  till  Freedom's  red  disparting  gleam 
Burst  through  the  clouds  with  chain-dissolving  beam. 
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Thus  charity,  b'ing  the  soul's  evidence, 
Is  sum  of  wisdom  and  all  excellence  ; 
Root  of  high  deeds  that  flourish  o'er  mankind, 
And  lustrous  base  of  ev'ry  tow'ring  mind. 
But  ah  !  how  rare  through  man's  o'erclouded  heart 
Doth  penetrate  the  soul's  excelling  part  L 
In  what  deep,  dark,  forgotten  dungeon  hide 
Man's  tyrant  passions  his  God-given  guide  ! 
As  when  the  Sun  those  stooping  clouds  obey 
Which  on  the  skirts  of  darkness  linger  grey. 
Their  heads  submissive  to  his  levee  bending  ; 
But  after.  Earth,  in  grudge  of  his  ascending, 
Bestirs  her  progeny  with  base  desire, 
With  their  moist  wings  to  quench  his  gen'rous  fire';- 
So  if,  sometimes,  with  timid-peeping  gleam. 
Sweet  Charity  through  the  dull  heart  may  beam. 
The  jarring  passions,  though  one  moment  charmed. 
Swiftly  return  with  tenfold  force,  alarmed  ; 
For  Charity,  Vingofa  thoughtless  wing, 
May  chance  herfolVwer  to  some  danger  bring. 
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Alas,  how  hopeless  is  dense  Ignorance  ! 
Now  Charity  hath  an  unfailing  glance  ; 
For  wheeling  up  from  earth  in  lofty  flight, 
A  world  she  fixes  in  her  piercing  sight, 
And,  from  her  Apogaium  in  the  skies, 
The  knot  of  all  perplexity  unties. 
From  man's  chill  nature  doth  her  warmth  entice 
Its  sadness,  and  she  chains  each  barking  vice  ; 
The  mind  attuning  to  the  harmonious  string 
Of  sweet  simplicity,  whence  great  thoughts  spring  ; 
For  foU'wing  fast  on  Charity  a  guest, 
Ent'reth  her  fellow  Peace,  and  fills  the  breast, 
Calming  its  fierce  waves  to  such  stillness  true. 
That  Heayen,  lifting  up  its  face,  peeps  through. 
And  without  Charity  his  housekeeper, 
Is  no  true  poet  or  philosopher. 
•     Those  ancient  sages,  whose  celestial  sight 
Pierced  far  beyond  the  chain  of  modern  flight. 
Ne'er,  hooded,  as  it  were,  to  things  below. 
Seized  the  true  origin  of  human  woe. 
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To  the  low-creeping  beetle  are  unfurled 

Discoveries  beyond  an  eagle's  world  ; 

Oft  hath  Humility  successful  sought 

What  Pride  hath  missed  from  summit  of  her  thoucrht. 

o 

A  golden  age,  they  feigned,  one  time  did  bless 

Mankind  with  universal  happiness  ; 

With  full  abundance  of  all  things  that  please. 

Spontaneous  plenty,  and  unbroken  ease  ; 

Absence  of  war  with  its  infernal  train, 

Oppression,  violence,  disease,  and  pain. 

But,  ah  !  with  what  connecting  link  was  bound 

This  fancy  to  reality's  firm  ground  ? 

On  what  foundation  raised  ?     What  true  support 

Had  this  Elysium  of  ancient  thought  ? 

Oh,  what  a  dead  cold  look  hath  Poetry 

That  bears  in  front  no  moral,  for  its  eye  ! 

Never,  in  tale  of  ancient  device. 

Did  Charity  cement  a  Paradise, 

Without  whose  aid  this  fair-imagined  dream 

Melts,  like  an  icicle,  at  the  sun's  beam. 
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Rivers  may  flow  witli  milk,  and  gen'rous  trees 
May  drop  with  honey,  and  yet  fail  to  please  ; 
Nature  may  blush  in  one  perpetual  spring, 
And  man  turn  from  her  and  his  wild  hands  wring. 

Christ,  who  in  his  own  nature  did  unite 
The  special  properties  of  ev'ry  sight ; 
To  whom  man's  heart  was  a  familiar  book, 
A  learning  the  proud  schools  did  overlook, 
Unsealing  th'  inward  vision  of  mankind. 
As  yet  to  Charity's  impulses  blind. 
With  swift  and  subtle  chemistry  uprears 
Man's  soul  though  buried  'neath  four  thousand  years. 
By  him  the  law  of  charity  was  given. 
Unrolled  to  man  from  the  archives  of  Heav'n  ; 
A  covenant  for  man's  perpetual  weal 
Sealed  with  the  giver's  blood,  thrice  holy  seal. 

But  so  infixed  in  man  is  Folly's  sway, 
So  used  is  he  her  tyrant  lusts  t'  obey, 
Though  God  depose,  she  will  regain  her  throne, 
O'erthrow  His  statutes  and  restore  her  own. 


90 


CHAKITY. 


Not  long  had  smiled  this  dawn  of  promise  bright, 

When  an  eclipse  crept  o'er  with  ninefold  night ; 

Inward  convulsions  rent  Christ's  church  in  twain, 

As  passion  viiriously  fired  each  brain. 

Man,  who  before  had  paid  sin's  debt  with  shame, 

Took  out  a  formal  license  in  Christ's  name  ; 

Castled  in  system,  high  he  sate  aloof, 

To  ev'ry  vulgar  eye  detraction-proof  ; 

And  like  a  crafty  lawyer  satisfied 

The  letter  of  the  law  he  set  aside. 

The  wretched  sheep  on  hirelings  gazed  with  dread, 

Who  fleeced  the  flock  they  should  have  pastured  ; 

Satan,  in  orders,  flourished  at  the  gate 

Of  Paradise  the  flaming  sword,  elate  ; 

Bishop  with  bishop,  monk  with  monk  did  cope. 

Christian  cursed  Christian,  and  Pope  damn'd  Pope. 

At  length,  to  end  this  night,  a  ray  began 

To  streak  the  conscience  of  an  Englishman, 

Whose  sky-conversing  front  flushed  up  with  shame 

The  mountains  around  Constance  catch  the  flame  ; 
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Swiftly  the  light  leaps  o'er  the  plains  below, 
And  now  the  Saxon  spires  are  in  a  glow 
With  the  clear  light  of  Reason,  whose  sweet  head 
Peeps  o'er  the  horizon  from  her  murky  bed. 

Now,  therefore,  when  this  law  no  longer  lies 
A  wealthy  secret  hoarded  from  our  eyes, 
The  bank  of  priests,  the  cloak  of  crime,  the  hood 
Of  Reason,  spur  of  wrong  and  rein  to  good  ; 
Abjectly  to  be  craved,  then  darkly  seen. 
Strained  through  the  mouths  of  counsellors  obscene  ; 
But  by  a  greater  Flavins  hath  been  rent 
From  its  foul  keepers'  long  imprisonment ; 
And  in  the  forum  's  now  'fore  ev'ry  face, 
That  each  may  know  the  conduct  of  his  case. 
Religion  b'ing  a  mystery  no  more — 
Look  round,  my  Muse,  a  Christian  world  explore  ; 
Sure,  in  such  glow  of  light,  thou  needs  mvist  see 
The  flame  of  Socrates's  charity 
Dwarfed  to  a  taper;  in  comparison, 
A  shrinking  moon  before  a  midday  sun. 
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Alas,  how  bleak  a  prospect !     Whither  fled 
Are  all  these  Christian  fires  ?     Are  they  all  dead  ? 
"What,  hath  the  recreant  world  thus  pale  a  face 
Since  Heav'n  so  closely  twined  it  in  embrace  ? 
Why,  wars  should  have  been  fables  ;  want  uukown, 
Pain  on  love's  breast  should  have  forgot  to  groan  : 
Sure  Nature  then  had  changed  her  cruel  plan, 
And  laughed,  for  very  sympathy,  with  man. 
Till  iron  tears  rolled  down  pale  Zembla's  side. 
And  Zaara  glistened  like  a  new-waked  bride. 
Ah,  Charity,  sweet,  whither  hast  thou  fled  ? 
Art  in  the  skies  with  thine  exalted  head  ? 
But,  oh,  if  head  and  heart  alike  be  flown. 
Why  fills  Corruption  still  thine  ancient  throne  ? 

Back  to  Christ's  death  I  bear  my  hooded  Rhyme, 
Thence  to  return  o'er  the  long  wastes  of  Time. 
Now  I  unstrike,  and  at  my  whistle  heard, 
Upcircling  skyward  springs  my  gentle  bird 
Condemned  through  many  centuries  to  search 
For  some  true  Christian  whereupon  to  perch. 
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At  length,  her  eye  transpiercing  the  dim  age, 
Sights  that  high-minded  bishop  of  Carthage, 
Deogratias,  whom  nor  fear  of  pestilence 
Could  fright,  nor  e'en  religious  difference, 
From  charitable  deeds.     If  merits  sell, 
His  might  a  Punic  army  buy  from  Hell ; 
P'raps  Orthodoxy  now  might  count  it  sweet, 
Meekly  to  kneel  and  kiss  his  Arian  feet. 
Now  flies  my  swift  bird  o'er  an  endless  plain  ; 
Ah,  will  she  ever  on  the  wing  remain  ? 
Appears  in  all  this  wide  dark  waste  of  Time 
No  charitable  beacon  to  my  rhyme? 
Still  on  she  flies  to  Marseillais  Belzunce, 
Whom  sung,  than  I,  a  greater  minstrel  once, 
Frorii  "whose  sweet  strains  such  inspirations  spring, 
That  to  her  highest  pride  she  strains  her  wing  ; 
Now  poises,  shiv'ring,  in  the  sky  embowered, 
Sighting  her  noblest  quarry, — thee,  John  Howard. 
Sing   on,    my   Muse  ;    why   dost   thou    pause,   my 
sweet, 
With  pensive  gaze  enamoured  of  thy  feet  ? 
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Art  thou  afeard,  my  love,  thou  wilt  not  sing  ? 

Sui-e  winter  hath  stol'n  o'er  thy  brow  of  spring, 

For  from  thy  coronal,  decayed  and  dry, 

Falls  the  faint  bud  too  sweet  and  young  to  die. 

Thou  know'st  John  How'rd  ;  how  through  the  world  he 

went, 
Till  Sorrow  thought  another  Christ  was  sent  ; 
How,  to  the  dungeon's  death-oppressed  night 
He  came,  an  angel  of  unearthly  light, 
Unveiling  Pestilence,  that  'fore  the  flame 
Of  such  bright  charity  slunk  off  for  shame. 
Then  how  his  brave  benevolence  would  take 
The  dying  wretch  all  others  did  forsake  ; 
Who,  looking  up,  to  admire  what  eye  was  this 
Pierced  through  dark  death  with  such  a  ray  of  bliss, 
Deemed,  through  its  misty  valley,  he  espied 
Some  bright  face  beck'ning  from  the  other  side  ; 
And  smiling  at  such  comfort,  with  new  force 
Spurred  onward  his  celestial-flighted  course. 
Till  through  the  gates  he  flew,  and  with  such  tale 
The  glad  round-flocking  Seraphs  did  regale, 
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That,  to  repay  the  loving  debt  it  owed, 

The  soul  of  Heav'n  with  minstrelsy  o'erflowed. 

But  clear  thy  brow,  sweet  Muscling  ;  cast  not  down 

Thine  eyes  for  that  thou  wear'st  not  Autumn's  crown,. 

Nor  if  thy  skilless  lyre  yet  want,  perchance, 

A  string  of  that  immortal  resonance  ' 

As  may  accord  with  his  illustrious  name, 

Whom  with  weak  song  to  praise  is  to  defame  ; 

Who,  to  his  depth  of  earth-acquired  love. 

Hath  gained  like  exaltation  above. 

Mourn  not,  my  Muse,  if  yet  upon  thy  lyre 

Withers  the  song  that  would  too  much  aspire  : 

Thy  day  shall  come,  shall  come  though  yet  it  be 

A  barren  seedling  of  futurity. 

When,  in  his  praise,  thou  shalt  such  song  uprear, 

As  e'en  Olympus  shall  be  hushed  to  hear. 

Time  hath  a  slow  foot,  yet  Hope  leads  him  on, 

Blithe  herald  to  her  sad  companion  ; 

Thoughts  are  but  slow  that  ripen  to  high  deeds  ; 

Learning  is  toilsome  ;  sorrow  much  impedes  ; 
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The  ways  of  art  with  thorns  are  multiplied, 
And  Rancour's  hand  is  hard  to  thrust  aside, 
But  pace  awhile  thy  pensive  Academe, 
Wliere  Wisdom  nourishes  her  frequent  theme, 
Till  thoughts  sky-coloured,  of  less  earthly  kind, 
Throng  in  the  virgin  mirror  of  thy  mind. 
Givers  of  alms  act  Charity's  least  part. 
Who  circulates  the  treasures  of  her  heart. 
He,  who  his  bounty  till  his  death  restrains. 
Is  charitable  then  with  others'  means. 
"Who  advertises  gifts  for  men  to  see, 
Is  outward  Christian,  inward  Pharisee. 
From  her  thought's  tow'r,  though  Charity  exceeds 
This  lower  world  of  passion-prompted  deeds. 
Her  keen-eyed  watchfulness  ne'er  fails  to  be 
The  handmaid  swift  of  Opportunity. 
Secret  in  action,  temp'rate  and  serene, 
Slow  to  think  evil,  but  to  goodness  keen, 
Flatt'ry  she  spurns,  gnaws  not  an  absent  friend, 
Joys  without  envy,  sorrows  without  end. 
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Oh,  is't  not  sweet  to  smooth  the  rugged  brow 
Of  Sorrow,  till  it  smiles  and  tears  o'erflow  ? 
Though  black  as  devils,  and  your  sins  as  night, 
Tears  such  as  these  should  wash  them  snowy  white. 
'Foi'e  blessings  conquered  from  the  steely  heart 
Of  Mis'ry,  Heaven's  gates  shall  fly  apart, 
And  proudest  angels  stoop  to  the  earth  to  bear 
Aloft  the  tribute  of  a  heartfelt  prayer. 
And  when  ye  pass  away,  ye  shall  not  die, 
But  live  in  the  heaven  of  bright  Memory  ; 
And  oft,  reverting  earthward,  view  your  name 
Careering  down  the  sunny  tide  of  Fame. 
Blessings  shall  never  lack  to  waft  ye  on, 
O'er  the  dull  waters  of  Oblivion. 
O  stingless  Death  !     O  Grave  defeated  quite, 
Behold  your  pain  turned  joy,  your  darkness  light ! 
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To  Him  who  veils  His  head 
In  fold  on  fold  of  thought- bewild' ring  space, 

Unto  whose  secret  place 
Nor  wand'ring  soul  of  man  hath  ever  led  ; 
Nor  e'en  this  spirit  of  an  holier  flame, 

In-breathed  fine, 
Whose  swelling  rapture  moves  this  vocal  frame : 
Else  all  supine, 
To  sing  the  love  of  loves  which  is  the  love  divine  : 

Sing  we,  sing  we,  with  a  song 
Sweet,  continuous,  cleai',  and  strong  ; 
Whose  varied  play  some  time  shall  be 
Soft  as  light  Zephyr's  minstrelsy. 
When  he  doth  Aurora  seek 
To  kiss  the  dew  from  off  her  cheek. 
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Till  that  another  measure  please  ; 
Then  with  slow  chain  of  link'd  degrees, 
From  our  wires,  with  steady  flow, 
Increasing  melody  shall  grow, 
Sweep  on  with  vast  and  vaster  sound, 
Till,  with  a  deep  triumphant  bound, 
The  winds,  upraising  a  loud  shout. 
Shall  rush  from  their  burst  prison  out, 
To  shatter  roofs,  whose  lofty  pride 
Into  the  sky's  deep  secrets  pried ; 
Or  take  the  earth-despising  trees. 
And  topple  their  high  sov'reignties ; 
Anon  with  Ocean  madly  plot 
Of  all  the  land  to  make  a  blot  ; 
While  Nature  frightened  from  her  wits, 
Trembling  in  her  centre  sits, 
Till,  chorusing  with  mighty  din, 
The  deep-toned  thunder  shall  join  in, 
And  tearing  oiF  the  webs  that  keep 
Fast  closed  the  cavern  doors  of  sleep, 
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Burst  on  the  slumber-drenchM  ears 

Of  Echo,  with  unwonted  fears. 

Who,  spreading  broad  her  dusky  wing, 

Upcircling  to  the  skies  shall  spring  ; 

And  men  shall  hear  her  clam'rous  beat 

This  grosser  air  which  clogs  her  feet ; 

Till,  through  the  silent  ether  borne, 

She  freely  pass  with  winged  scorn 

Through  yonder  outposts  beaming  bright 

Before  the  realms  of  living  light ; 

Through  Heaven's  gates,  through  Heaven's  fold, 

Unto  the  city  paved  with  gold  ; 

Thence  through  a  lane  devoutly  press 

Of  saints  bright-robed  in  holiness, 
Tow'rd  that  surpassing  lustre  where  enthroned 

The  archangels  sit ; 
And  ever  minstrels,  to  their  harps  sweet  toned. 
Divinely  sing 
Around  the  daylight's  spring  ; 
Then  with  low-bowed  heart,  as  doth  befit, 
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Shall  she,  albeit  to  sweet  music's  wrong, 

Unbosom  this  weak  song. 
O,  may  her  homeward  flight  our  pardon  bring, 
Who  dare  Heav'n's  glories  with  an  earthly  string. 

Sing  out,  ye  spirits,  ye  fine  essential  shapes, 
That  in  the  ether  do  disport  yourselves  ; 

Ye  happy  elves, 
"Whose  home  is  bosomed  in  the  light  of  love. 
Fair  minstrels  of  the  morn,  free  carolling  above. 
And  you,  sweet  wand'ring  voices  of  the  wood, 
Sad  choristers  of  eve,  who  ever  brood 

On  sorrows  deep,  and  wail 

"Within  the  moonbeam  pale — 
Sing  out,  I  say,  for  unto  you  belong 

The  trebles  of  my  song. 
Ye  mountains  high,  whose  awful  ears  do  seize 
The  rolling  echo  of  Heav'n's  harmonies, 

To  you  I  charge  the  place 

Of  the  majestic  base. 


102  THE  SONG   OF  THE  EARTH. 

Girt  with  this  cloud  of  ever-shifting  light, 
Sweet  parti-coloured  robe  of  day  and  night, 

Through  Heav'n's  blue  fields  I  rove, 
Fair,  shining,  star-enamelled  wilderness 

Of  soUtude  ethereal. 

Yet  never  may  befall 
That  piercing  fear,  or  aching  loneliness, 

Division  in  me  move  : 
Those  holy  thoughts  that  in  my  bosom  feed. 
Continually,  to  my  fondest  need. 

Companionable  prove. 

And,  ever  as  I  range. 
To  other  voices  I  my  sweetness  link. 

With  frequent  interchange : 
For  not  a  star  but,  in  its  excellence 
Of  purity,  doth  sweetest  music  think  ; 
But  all  too  fine  for  the  gross  closed  ears  of  sense. 

Behold,  my  soul,  and  Avith  a  deep  amaze, 
Yon  flaming  star, 
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Whose  shining  floodgates  open  to  unbar 
A  constant  tide  of  golden-rushing  rays. 
Or  whether  this  an  angel  sent  from  far, 

To  my  blind  wand'ring  lent ; 
Or,  by  his  burning  looks  and  lofty  throne, 

Himself  a  God  alone. 
Deep-hidden  in  the  mansion  of  his  light — 
On  him  mine  eyes  are  ever  bent, 

Nor  wander  day  nor  night. 

I  am  not  far  from  Thee, 
Nay,  in  the  bosom  of  Thy  presence  here, 

Am  I  enfolded  dear. 
O  wondrous,  full  capacity  of  love, 

That,  as  a  brooding  dove. 
Sits  over  all ; 
And,  cherishing,  doth,  with  resistless  thrall, 
To  harmony  and  justest  order  move. 

But,  oh,  when  shall  I  prove 
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Thine  inner  knowledge,  glory,  attributes, 
And  majesty  made  visible  ? 
Behold  thy  creature  man, 
Born  of  my  substance,  whose  obscuring  sin 
Walls  darkly  his  in-breathed  secret  in  ; 

One  hour  is  all  his  ban. 
Which  passed,  upon  this  breast  he  lays  again 

My  loan,  his  pain, 
And  from  his  mortal  prison,  bright  and  free. 
Bursts  joyfully. 
Yet  I, 
In  durance  through  these  many  ages  long, 
Have  kept  my  yearning  for  thy  knowledge  deep. 

And  haply  still  must  keep  ; 
Albeit  cease  I  ne'er,  with  such  sweet  song, 

Thy  praises  to  rehearse. 
That  ev'ry  stilly  depth,  along  my  track. 
Finds  out  a  soul  to  send  my  sweetness  back. 
And  roll 't  reverberate  around  the  universe. 


TIIE   SONG   OF  THE  EAKTH.  105 

But,  hark  !  tlie  music  of  my  sister  spheres, 
With  tone  displeased,  increases  on  mine  ears  ; 
For  that  mine  idleness  and  feeble  song 
Much  unbecomes,  and  doth  mine  office  wrong  ; 
Which  rightly  should,  so  not  to  be  disgraced, 
Herald  my  Lord  with  measures  stately-paced. 
Therefore,  awake,  thou  too  long  slumb'ring  lyre  ! 
Great  is  thy  shame  that  can  so  listless  dream, 
In  the  burning  eye  of  thine  exalted  theme. 
But  if  thou  wilt  thy  credit  old  repair, 
And  calm  these  blushing  fires  that  on  thee  glare ; 
Call    forth    thy    pow'rs ;     stir    thine    invention's 

flame  ; 
Rouse  up  thy  weakness  with  the  spur  of  fame. 
And  turn  thy  sighing  chords  to  strings  of  running  fire. 

With  lawless  tongue  Confusion  roared, 

With  giddy  nod  I  sped; 
Impenetrable  darkness  poured 

Kound  my  bewilder'd  head. 


106  THE  SONG  OF  THE  EARTH. 

For  there  was  war,  a  strife  of  hell, 
Such  as  it  passeth  tongue  to  tell. 

Each  element  between  ; 
And  Night  and  Chaos,  horrid  pair. 
Roused  from  their  labyrinthine  lair, 

Hung  smiling  o'er  the  scene. 

The  hissing  waves,  from  their  living  graves. 

Like  snakes  uncoiling  rose 
Upon  the  land,  which  oped  its  jaws 

And  swallowed  up  its  foes. 
All  uncontrolled,  the  thunder  bold 
Through  the  empty  vault  of  ruin  rolled, 

With  fierce  blaspheming  tongue  ; 
While  bursting  from  the  quickened  womb 
Of  all-embracing,  monstrous  gloom, 

Prong'd  fires  infernal  sprung. 

Hark  !  through  the  rent  veil  of  the  shudd'ring  night 
Pierces  a  Pray'r,  shrill-pointed  with  distress 
And  sharp  affright ; 
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That  swiftly  soars,  urged  onward  by  despair, 
Tow'rd  the  high-seated  courts  of  upper  air; 

There  minded  to  express 
Her  deep  appeal  in  Purity's  just  ears. 
But,  oh,  how  foul  a  blot  her  sin-black  dress 

On  the  crystal  sky  appears. 

Lo  !  where  the  Seraphim,  in  burning  row, 
Through  Heaven's  pearly  gates  unbarred  advance  ; 
Whose  forms,  and  marvels  of  whose  countenance. 

Seem  of  enshaped  light. 
But  one  'fore  others  eminently  stands, 
By  dignity  of  step  and  tow'ring  height ; 
Upon  whose  brow  the  assembled  wisdom,  pow'r. 
And  majesty  of  Heav'n  enthroned  sit. 

His  balanced  hand 
Holds  forth  the  equal  scales  therein  to  weigh 
Justly  the  suitor's  merit  and  defect ; 
And  now  his  voice,  not  stern  yet  sorrow-touched, 
Fulfilled  of  harmony,  magnificently  deep, 
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Commands  to  him  that  she  her  suit  address  ; 
Whereat,  late  clamorous,  she  speechless  falls, 
And  trembles  purposeless. 

Once   more    high    Heav'n   flings   wide    its    golden 

gates 
Before  an  angel  whose  Mercurial  feet 
Spurn  the  restraint  of  space. 
On  her  advancing  swiftness  the  pale  cheek 
Of  ether  smiles,  and  the  surpassless  spheres, 
Deeming  their  concords  rough,  recall  their  tones, 
And  hush  them  to  a  softer  melody. 
But  when  to  that  just  Seraph  she  draws  near, 
The  lofty  snows  of  his  pure  brow  before 
Her  radiant  rosy  loveliness  are  fired. 

As  with  a  rising  morn. 
Sweet  Mercy  !  bounteous,  tender-thoughted  spirit, 
Heav'n's  heart  of  hearts,  and  once  (0  mem'ry  sad !) 

Ambassador  to  earth  ; 
Thou  sleepless  eye,  thou  never  closed  ear 
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Unto  repentant  sin:  who,  like  to  thee, 
Of  all  the  host  hath  foot  so  swift  and  free  ? 
Distance  thou  know'st  not,  peril  is  thy  scorn, 
To  save  thy  watchword  and  instinctive  life. 
So,  loved  of  all,  sway'st  thou  the  pow'r  of  all, 
And  in  thine  hand  Heav'n's  strength  is  tempered. 
Wisdom    looks    through    thine    eyes ;     awakened 

Wrath, 
Charmed  by  thy  silver  music,  sleeps  again  : 
E'en  on  the  Throne,  thine  high-built  gentleness 
Divides  the  sceptre.     Lovingly  thou  pull'st 
The  scales  from  Justice's  right-weighing  hand, 
And  SAveetly  stopp'st  his  doom. 

There  came  a  voice  out  of  the  secret  sky 
That  shook  the  hollow  air  and  vast  profound 
Of  Heav'n  ;  and  sudden  all  was  still  again : 
The  thunder  checked  its  roll ;  the  eager  wave 
Abased  its  foaming  head,  and  peaceful  lay, 
In  meek  submission  to  that  warning  cry. 
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Lo,  in  the  east  he  comes,  he  comes  ! 

The  heav'nly  charioteer ; 
Through  the  parted  mists  his  hurrying  steeds 

Urge  fiercely  their  career. 
With  majesty  his  front  doth  glow, 

Wrath  kindles  in  his  eye  ; 
And  swiftly  from  his  bended  bow 

The  glancing  arrows  fly. 

Red  Conquest  sits  upon  his  helm, 

And  waves  her  burning  brand  ; 
Might  girds  his  loins,  and  ev'ry  limb 

Is  clothed  with  command. 
The  van  and  battle  of  his  foes 

His  valiant  arm  divides; 
O'er  pale  Submission's  bowed  neck 

His  rushing  chariot  rides. 

But,  hark !  the  trump  sounds  o'er  the  deep 
With  warning  low  and  hoarse, 

As  of  a  rebel  rushing  wind 
Of  great  and  mighty  force  ; 
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That  rising  now,  in  aid  of  Night, 

Beats  on  her  pitchy  doors. 
Until  each  hollow  slumb'ring  vault 

With  wakened  echoes  roars. 

Straight  from  her  caverns  yawning  wide 

A  cloudy  crew  outspring, 
That,  on  infernal  winds  upborne, 

Eise  boldly  on  the  wing. 
Rebounding,  surging,  wild  they  burst 

From  out  their  prison's  thrall ; 
All  elements  are  mixed  in  war, 

And  Night  broods  over  all. 

But  horror  seized  me,  and  each  sense 

Was  bound  with  sore  dismay ; 
And  trembling,  in  mine  inmost  home 

I  hid  myself  away. 
"When,  lo  !  a  hand,  than  Zephyr's  touch 

More  soft,  was  on  me  laid  ; 
And  spake  a  voice,  "  Why  weepest  thou, 

And  why  art  thou  afraid  ?  " 
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I  raised  mine  eyes ;  liigli  in  the  heavens 

Yon  angel  met  my  view  : 
Serene  his  front,  still  from  his  bow 

Surpassing  brightness  flew, 
And  deep  below — deep,  deep  below 

The  glitt'ring  arrows  sped, 
Amid  unholy  phantoms  dark, 

That  from  his  anger  fled. 

Another  voice  came  out  the  cloudless  sky, 
Wing'd  with  the  gathered  sweetness  of  the  spheres. 
Then  first  I  knew  of  love,  whose  quick'ning  tide 
Ran  swiftly  through  each  vein,  and  all  around 
Diffused  vitality.     With  eager  throb 
My  bosom  heaved,  and  mountains  straight  uprose 
And  soared  aerial  to  the  secret  skies  ; 
"Which  mighty  joy  in  eyes  angelic  moved 
Pure-flowing  sympathy,  whose  lustrous  dew 
Descending  canopied  their  virgin  heads. 
Now  Ocean  to  her  depths  recalled  her  waves, 
Whose  snowy  plumes  and  haughty  tossing  crests 
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Did  fiercely  triumph  o'er  the  enslaved  land. 
They  heard,  obeyed,  and,  as  unwarlike  sheep 
Troop  home  to  the  evening  fold,  collected  all 
Into  their  rock-boixnd  home,  and,  couching  there. 
Lay  smiling  in  their  slumber. 
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Uean,  high-thoughted  maid,  whose  beaming  face, 

And  finger  pointed  to  the  beck'ning  skies. 
Tempts  oft  my  freer  spirit  from  the  place 

Where,  dull  with  grief,  this  passive  body  lies, 
To  wander  forth  with  thee,  while  sable  Night 

Holds  her  bright  lantern  to  illume  our  way 
Through  trackless  Heaven !     Then  drop  from  my  sight 

The  scales  that  dim  their  vision  in  the  day, 
And  in  the  golden  book  thou  bidst  me  read 

Unsealed    to    things    that   wake ;    while    free   dis- 
course 
Wells  from  thy  sainted  lips,  of  such  as  tread 

Thy  paths  divine,  nor  faint  upon  their  course, 
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Like  him  who  tumbled  from  his  swagg'ring  seat, 

Lost  in  the  mazy  wonders  of  the  sky, 
But  onward  urge  their  still-ascending  feet, 

To  the  measure  of  wise  thoughts  and  stately  harmony. 
Hear  me,  now  hear  me,  ever  mine  adored  : 

Thou  know'st  that  I  have  suffered,  O  thou  know'st ! 
Stings,  scorns,  and  jests  for  thee  have  been  endured  ; 

Contempt  of  Love  am  I,  and  Friendship's  boast. 
Why  will  thou  urge  me  on,  in  Fortune's  teeth, 

To  climb  the  miserable  height  of  song  ? 
Lo  !  wealth  increases  to  gross  spirits  beneath. 

And  fair  content :  what  gifts  to  thee  belong  ? 
I  sought  thee  not ;  I  wooed  thee  not ;  mine  eye 

Was  ever  shy  and  backward  to  meet  thine  ; 
Till  thou,  bent  on  thy  cruel  victory. 

With  sweet  assault  my  heart  didst  undermine. 

"What  wilt  thou  have?"  thou  sayest,  and  thy  look 

Chastens  my  sin  yet  still  confirms  my  love. 

"  The  fault's  with  thee,  who  so  thine  end  mistook 

"  To  grope  for  those  rewards  that  lie  above. 

I  2 
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"  How  may  it  profit  an  untuned  ear 

"  When  angel  hands  shall  sweep  the  lofty  strings? 
"  Whereas,  at  music's  silver  sound,  -e'en  here 

"  Dehght  doth  clothe  a  minstrel's  soul  with  wings, 
"  To  eyes  long  prisoned,  fairer  seems  the  day, 
"  And  solitude  doth  sweeten  most  a  friend  ; 
"  E'en  so  shall  sorrow,  sorrow  put  away, 

"  A  higher  heav'n  of  happiness  ascend. 
"  Song  is  the  child  of  Sorrow,  or  at  least 

"  Sorrow  is  life- sustaining  nurse  of  Song  ; 
"  The  mournful  nightingale  is  Song's  high  priest, 
"  And  sings  in  darkness  to  the  list'ning  throng. 
"  True,  Fortune  loves  thee  not,  for  yet  could  ne'er 

"  That  haughty  dame  and  I  consort  together  ; 
"  But  I  with  liberty  will  make  so  fair 

"  Thy  soul,  thou  shalt  despise  her  gilded  tether. 
"  Nor  can  I  e'en  assure  thee  present  fame, 

"  'Less  Fortune  chance  to  have  a  kindly  fit ; 
"  For  if  she  but  mislike  thy  sprouting  name, 
"  She  bids  the  locust  Rancour  swallow  it. 
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"  But  that  reward  I  hold — to  be  enthroned 
"  Among  the  immortals  and  for  aye  to  sing, 

"  By  predeceased  minstrels  not  disowned — 
"  Shall  follow  sure  on  thine  endeavouring." 

Then  thou  recall'st  a  spirit  of  old  renown, 

Whose  holy  life  was  in  thy  service  spent ; 
Most  bravely  singing  'neath  the  stormiest  frown 

That  ever  Folly  upon  Virtue  bent. 
His  life  unrolls  before  me  to  the  end  : 

Sorrows  on  sorrows  multiplied,  and  now 
Disgrace  and  scorned  poverty  descend, 

And  overcloud  his  else  world-lighting  brow. 
Old  age  creeps  in,  and  heavily  bestrides 

His  bending  spirit  with  unshared  care  ; 
He  sinks  to  the  earth  : — O  God,  the  world  derides 

That  dry  heart,  panting  like  a  hunted  hare. 
And  sore  with  wounds  that  little  hands  can  deal. 
But  kings'  anointed  touch  can  never  heal. 
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"  Doth  God  abandon  thus  his  saints?"  I  groan, 

"  Can  he  forget  his  servants  ;  thus  requite 
"  Youth  sacrificed,  by  leaving  age  alone 

"  To  fall  and  die  ?"     But  such  an  holy  light 
Beams  from  thy  face  I  fear  to  look  on  thee  ; 

Thou  lay'st  thy  glowing  finger  on  mine  eyes. 
And  mine  enchanted  vision  beareth  me 

Beyond  the  op'ning  portals  of  the  skies. 


But  as  I  climb  that  glorious  pyramid, 

Wliere  blessed  spirits  be  enranged  bright, 

Is  fain  mortality  to  droop  the  lid 

Before  that  ever  more  exceeding  light 

Which  from  the  pinnacle  divergent  flows, 

With    lustrous    bliss    to    embathe    the    throng 

beneath. 
Nigh  where  the  throne-enwrapping  lightning  glows 
Around  the  pierceless  summit,  is  a  wreath 
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Commingled  with  the  quiring  cherubim  : 

But  who,  Avith  lips  untouched  by  holiest  fire, 
May  dare  that  face  to  others'  senses  limn, 

Or  'less  fulfilment,  foll'wing  on  desire, 
Might  make  of  passions  words,  and  still  infuse 

In  passion  angel-thoughted  purity. 
For  now  no  more  may  sorrows  deep  abuse 

That  heavenly-remoulded  symmetry ; 
But  wreathed  with  triumph  is  his  brow  serene. 

His  beaming  eyes  are  bright  fulfilled  Avith  joy. 
Of  his  still  brighter  soul  the  illumined  screen 

Whose  deep  tranqviillity  knows  no  alloy. 

Swift  to  the  summons  of  his  trembling  strings 

Unnumbered  angels  troop  like  snow-flakes  round ; 
Hushed  is  deep  Heaven  while  he  sweetly  sings 

His  orison.     But  the  enamoured  sound 
Lingers,  forgetting  natiire,  in  despair 

To  leave  such  lips  ;  then,  with  an  upward  beat. 
Mounts  on  the  spreading  pinions  of  the  air. 

And  drops  its  echo,  with  such  havoc  sweet 
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In  the  cold  breast  of  Silence,  that  no  more 
She  knows  to  entertain  her  ancient  state  ; 

But  with  a  sigh  disburdens  her  full  core, 

And  opes  the  barrier  of  her  heart's  flood-gate  ; 

Forth  the  loud-voiced  resounding  torrent  flies, 

To  conquer  Heaven  with  acclaiming  harmonies. 
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To  wander  back  tlirough  early  youth, 
Through  pensive  worlds  that  shadowed  rise 
In  the  dark  mirror  of  thine  eyes, 

Mine  ever  dearer  wife. — 

Seven  autumns  since  have  tried  their  pow'r, 
And  withered  many  a  younger  cheek  ; 
But  cannot  dim  the  eyes  that  speak 

Such  holiness  of  love. 

Or  if  the  careful  years,  perchance, 
Peep  through  the  lattice  of  thy  brow  ; 
If  in  thy  paler  rose  be  now 

Time's  gentle  canker  crept ; 
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'Tis  but  the  earth  of  beauty  fades  ; 
Remembrance,  in  a  lover's  mind, 
Stays  ever,  like  its  soul,  behind  ; 

And  that  which  was,  is  still. 

Oft  in  the  moving  hour  of  eve, 
When  mem'ry,  in  its  rich  excess, 
Disturbs  our  souls  with  happiness, 

We  think  upon  the  days 

That  wove  the  chain  which  binds  us  still ; 
We  watch  it  how  it  grew  and  grew. 
Until  its  blessed  links  it  threw 

Around  our  hearts  entwined. 

O,  matchless  is  the  pomp  of  love 
First  stealing  through  a  gentle  heart ; 
The  light,  the  glow,  the  living  start, 

The  rousing  of  the  soixl ; 
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The  leaping  of  the  thought  to  man ; 
The  future  op'ning  forth  its  dream 
Sunn'd  by  the  heart's  own  cloudless  beam ; 

The  trust  that  scorns  to  doubt. 


The  stinging  scorn  of  poverty, 
And  early  hope  o'ershadowed 
That  on  my  dawning  youth  had  shed 

Its  soul-enkindling  rays, 

Had  somewhat  crusted  o'er  my  heart, 
Had  driven  into  deep  recess 
The  wellspring  of  my  tenderness, 

And  dulled  each  finer  thought. 

Shall  e'er  my  soul  forget  the  hovir 
When  Ellen  rose  upon  my  Hfe, 
To  tune  the  inharmonious  strife 

That  ached  within  my  breast  ? 
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The  electric  contact  of  Iier  hand, 
Which  filled  me  with  her  spirit  pure, 
Her  eye,  that  into  depths  obscure 

Pierced  with  an  angel's  light  ? 


Rest,  gentle  traitor  ;  Mem'ry  rest ! 
This  storm  which  thou  hast  raised  allay  : 
Lo,  on  Love's  sea,  to  Passion's  play, 

A  wreck  I  drift  again  ! 

Mid  Hopes  and  Fears,  a  rebel  crew, 
Once  more  I  wander  tempest-tossed. 
And  mind  how  Fear  doth  whisper  "  lost," 

When  ah  !  'tis  nearly  won. 

Her  heart  had  sweetly  probed  my  soul, 
And  she  forgave  my  ling'ring  gaze, 
My  speech  that,  falt'ring  in  her  praise, 

Hung  trembling  on  my  lips. 
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Till,  venturous  beneath  her  smile, 
And  by  the  blush  that  frequent  stole 
Upon  her  cheek,  and  spoke  her  soul, 

My  secret  tale  is  told  ; 

And  to  the  ground  is  bent  her  gaze, 
The  tides  of  life  did  fall  and  rise  ; 
But  Heaven,  that  crowded  from  her  eyes. 

Had  gathered  to  her  heart ; 

As  from  my  tongue  some  angel  blest. 
And  thawed  to  sweetest  harmony. 
Flowed  the  young  torrent  of  my  plea, 

The  spring  of  early  love. 
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bonnets. 
I. 

When  Night,  in  dress  of  silver  tissue  clad, 

Broods  o'er  the  sleeping  earth  with  gentle  eye, 
Moved  with  consenting  melancholy  sad, 

I  watch  the  sweet  and  solemn  mystery. 
My  God,  shall  sorrow  never  have  an  end  ? 

So  fair  to  sight,  in  judgment  art  so  stem? 
Or  earthly  fortunes  dost  thou  careless  send 

From  the  shaken  mouth  of  thy  confusing  urn  ? 
But,  if  an  ear  thou  hast,  O  bend  it  now, 

And  grant  my  heart,  or  take  my  heart  away  ; 
My  little  pow'r  with  greater  pow'r  endow, 

Or  hide,  at  least,  that  little  from  the  day. 
All  as  thou  wilt ;  but  if  thou  make  me  strong, 
Purge  too  my  heart,  lest  Virtue  tax  my  song. 
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n. 

How  beautiful  seemed  the  wliisp'ring  of  my  love* 
When  first  it  wakened  iu  my  youthful  breast : 
Not  sweeter  the  first  tuneful  note  of  spring 
That  calls  to  life,  and  bids  dead  branches  yield 
Once  more  their  treasured  leaf.     0,  all  too  fond, 
I  gave  where  nought  was  given,  and  put  forth 
My  trusting  heart  in  sweet  security. 
And  when  the  untimely  frost  of  one  sweet  hand 
Struck  to  my  roots,  and  laid  my  promise  low,   ■ 
AU  shiv'ring  down  upon  the  cold  cold  groiind, 
Into  the  sky  I  gazed ;  but  all  was  dark : 
Earthward  I  turned,  and  my  horizon  closed : 

Then  loneliness  crept  round,  and  shut  me  in, 
Life  died  without,  but  mis'ry  quicked  within. 


*  The  writer  ventures  to  insert  the  following  lines  produced 
at  a  very  early  age. 
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III. 

Fair-formed  Endymion  in  the  moonlight  sleeps, 
His  snowy  limbs  enamelling  the  lawn  : 

To  him  chaste  Dian,  on  her  tiptoes,  creeps, 
And,  gazing  on  his  beauty,  felt  forsworn. 

Softly  she  kneels,  and  o'er  the  youth  inclines ; 
Her  eye  feasts  am'rously  upon  his  face, 

His  lips,  his  rosy  cheeks,  and  those  blue  lines 
Which  Nature  did  in  alabaster  trace. 

By  slow  degrees  her  face  approaches  his, 
And  now  the  witch'ry  of  his  breath  she  drains  ; 

Straight  frosty  chastity  dissolves  in  bliss, 
And  raging  summer  bui'ns  along  her  veins  : 

She  locks  him  round  ;  upon  his  face  she  dips, 

And  sets  a  glowing  kiss  upon  his  lips. 
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IV. 

Maidens,  behold  wliat  treasure  in  this  breast 

Of  richest  virgin  love  consuming  lies ; 
Whose  miser,  traitor  to  himself,  doth  rest, 

Heavy  with  counting  of  his  useless  prize. 
Alas  !  what  wealth  unprofitable 's  here, 

Choking  one  life  with  riches  giv'n  for  two  ; 
Ill-traded  capital,  whose  loss  each  year. 

Men,  in  the  face's  ledger,  plainly  view. 
Yet  she,  whose  venture  steals  this  barren  store, 

With  innocence  and  beauty  subtly  armed, 
Shall,  in  compared  fortune,  make  queens  poor  ; 

So  love  shall  yield  an  income  trebly  charmed  ; 
Pvire  as  the  snows  on  lofty  hills  that  sleep, 
Exhaustless  as  a  river,  ocean  deep. 
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V. 

Hark  !  maidens  hark  !  ye  that,  witli  listless  feet, 

Throng  round  the  doleful  prison  of  young  Love : 
A  sigh,  wing'd  with  the  feather  of  entreat, 

Late  pierced  his  dungeon  to  the  air  above. 
Arm  ye,  sweet  maids,  Avith  Beauty's  matchless  sword, 

Let  Virtue  be  the  nine-times-folded  shield  : 
A  panoply  that  shall  such  strength  afford. 

No  citadel  of  manhood  but  shall  yield. 
And  lo  !  a  little  gate  opes  trait'rously, 

While  Love  himself,  with  suffering  grown  bold, 
Calls  ye,  with  all  his  thrilling  tones,  to  see 

How  long  neglect  hath  turned  him  deadly  cold. 
Ah  maidens,  let  not  Love  still  pining  lie, 
Caged  in  dark  bosom,  withoiit  help,  to  die. 
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VI. 

What  spirit,  rising  on  an  angry  wind,* 

Hatli  stirred  tlie  ocean  of  my  love's  calm  brow  ? 
What  hell-born  lover  of  a  heav'nly  mind 

Hath  snared  her  sweetness  to  his  wormwood  now  ? 
So  little  fierceness  lying  in  thine  heart, 

Squander  that  little  not  upon  thy  friend. 
Sure,  wanting  foes,  thou  would'st  essay  new  part. 

Unlearn  thy  gentle  nature,  and  offend. 
Ah,  there  thou  err'st ;  not  all  thy  warlike  skill 

T'  o'ercome  my  strong  affection  shall  avail : 
Love,  'gainst  thy  siege,  shall  stop  the  breaches  still ; 

To  conquer  my  heart's  hatred  thou  wilt  fail. 
'Gainst  my  heart's  queen  my  heart  will  I  defend, 
Yet  prove  myself  no  traitor  in  the  end. 

*  The  remainder  of  the  sonnets  are  addressed  to  a  lady 
with  whom  the  writer  is  to  be  supposed  to  have  had  a 
difference. 
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VII. 


Dull,  and  a  lover  of  a  silent  tongue  ? 

Ah,  chide  thyself,  of  dullness  the  bright  cause  : 
The  music  of  thy  voice  hath  worked  this  wrong ; 

For  still  its  echo  makes  my  lips  to  pause. 
Since  Nature  taught  me  sigh  (cross-purposed  dame), 

Thou,  dearer  mistress,  learn  me  to  be  gay  : 
Love's  blindness,  p'rhaps,  Love's  spirit  makes  so  tame ; 

New  caged  birds  but  poorly  sing  and  play. 
But  sweet  is  slav'ry,  being  slave  of  thine: 

Still  dull,  for  how  shall  slavery  be  bright  ? 
Be  kind,  since  Fortune  hath  a  shifting  shine. 

Mistress  the  day,  thou  mayst  be  thrall  at  night  ; 
Then  will  I,  thinking  on  thy  patience  all, 
With  tenfold  love  receive  thee  in  thy  fall. 
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VIII. 

When,  through  the  lifted  curtains  of  thine  eyes, 

Shows  the  bright  cradle  wherein  Love  lies  sleeping, 
Who  waking,  tim'rous,  at  my  bold  surprise, 

Swift  drops  his  pretty  veil  and  takes  to  peeping  ; 
While  purply  to  thy  brow  quick  blushes  steal, 

Like  bees  that  o'er  a  bank  of  lilies  stray. 
Or  when  the  Morn  doth  with  red  kiss  unseal 

The  pallid  lips  of  Night,  and  frees  the  day — 
Then,  sweetest  lady,  would  that  prisoner, 

My  heart,  come  forth,  and  wildly  beats  his  jail. 
But  being  with  joy  o'erswelled  and  thoughts  too  dear, 

Sinks  back  again  and  sighs  it  so  should  fail. 
See  what  a  war  thou  mak'st  in  me  dispute. 
For  when  my  heart  doth  shout  my  lips  are  mute. 
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IX. 


Then,  from  thy  brow  and  thought-bewild'ring  eyes 

Sweetly  I  wander  o'er  thy  beauty's  field  ; 
Thy  cheeks,  thy  lips,  heirs  of  the  rose's  dyes, 

Thy  throat,  where  all  Olympus  lies  congealed  : 
Settling  my  home — 0  my  own  soul's  own  home — 

Within  that  valley  of  inmost  desire 
Betwixt  thy  breasts  which  doth  sequestered  roam 

(Twin  forts  provisioned  full  with  nect'rous  fire 
By  the  dear  Gods  forecasting  exile.)     O 

Thrice  happy  silk  doth  on  thy  bosom  live ! 
Angels,  if  worms  can  such  Elysium  know. 

What  further  heights  of  bliss  have  ye  to  give  ? 
Say,  must  I  first  abjure  this  manly  form. 
And  to  taste  Paradise  become  a  worm  ? 
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If  thou  art  pensive,  to  that  holiness 

And  inner  chamber  of  thy  silent  thought 
I  venture  not,  but  my  desire  repress, 

That  fain  would  join  thee  in  that  heav'nly  court, 
Until  thy  soul,  advancing  in  thine  eyes. 

Gives  forth  the  signal  of  her  sweet  approach. 
Piercing  thought's  marble  with  swift-shot  surprise, 

O'errosing  contemplation's  cold  reproach. 
Then  from  my  lips  that  silent  sentinel 

Respect,  departing,  my  delivered  tongue 
Salutes  thee  gaily,  like  the  joyful  bell 

For  well-loved  traveller  returning  rung. 
From  Thought's  pale  cloister  thou  return'st  more  bright, 
As  Earth  repairs  her  beauty  in  the  night. 
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XL 

I  'll  call  a  court  and  set  thee  at  the  bar  ; 

My  wrongs  shall  plead,  and  this  true  heart  be  Judge. 
Now  Ellen,  tremble  for  thy  guilty  star, 

For  loud  thy  foes  are,  fee'd  with  many  a  grudge. 
"  Thou  makest  war  within  my  breast's  estate, 

"  Each  limb  for  thee  denies  the  sov'reign  brain, 
"  Reason,  enchanted  by  thine  eyes'  sweet  bait, 

"  Forgets  her  sceptre  and  lets  Passion  reign. 
"  My  thoughts,  those  busy  traders,  now  no  more 

"  Bring  home  their  gathered  treasures  to  my  mind, 
"  Waylaid  by  thee,  who  plund'rest  all  their  store, 

"  And  purpose,  their  eye-sight,  which  leaves  them 
blind. 
"  Foe,  rebel,  'chantress,  and  most  cruel  thief, 
"  Nursed  in  my  bosom  and  there  loved  in  chief  I  " 
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"  Thou  mak'st  me  cross,  then  chidest  I  am  dull, 

"  And,  lav'riug  others,  wondrest  at  my  pain  ; 
"  Thou  wilt  not  hear  me  when  my  heart  is  full, 

"  Still  being  pensive,  bidst  me  entertain. 
"  Thou  hast  exceeded  law  upon  this  wise, 

"  That  of  a  free  man  thou  hast  made  a  slave, 
"  And  sinned  'gainst  Charity,  because  thine  eyes 

"  Turn  from  distresses  that  thou  mightest  save. 
"  Therefore,,  O  Judge,  let  sentence  of  exile 

"  Perpetual  pass  " — ah,  pity-stirring  scene  ! 
Lo  where  the  Judge,  self-throned  with  cunning  wile 

Of  gravity  puffed  o'er  his  inward  green, 
Hastes  from  his  seat,  and,  tenderly  concerned, 
Falls  weeping  on  thy  neck, — the  court 's  adjourned. 
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Through  the  unbarred  east  when  first  the  Morn 

Comes  forth,  new-sandalled  by  the  laughing  Hours, 
On  the  soft  slender  wings  of  breezes  borne, 

To  ope  the  eyelids  of  her  slumbring  flow'rs  ; 
Enfondling  Nature  with  so  tender  kiss. 

And  the  lone  tears  from  off  her  pale  cheek  brushing, 
That  she  begins  a  song,  for  very  bliss, 

Through  all  her  thousand  throats  melodious  rushing ; 
The  herald  cock,  high-roosted  on  his  wall, 

Proclaims  the  queen  with  shrilly  wound  reveil. 
The  feath'ry  throng,  straight  rising  at  his  call, 

Shout  "Welcome!  welcome!"  from  tree,  hill,  and  vale. 
The  chill  pale  streams  their  golden  liv'ries  don, 
To  honour  more  her  high  dominion  : 
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Forth  wander  I,  to  swell  her  jovial  train, 

With  pensive  cloak  and  thoughtful  stole  o'erbrow'd  ; 
Whereat  the  merry  Morn  begins  complain : 

"  Fair  courtier,  from  thy  visage  doff  that  cloud. 
"  Joy  is  my  due,  I  pray  thee  then  be  gay  ; 

"  Thou  know'st  how  sorrow  wounds  my  tender  sight; 
"  With  sighs  and  discontent  men  use  to  pay 

"  ]My  ugly  solemn-stepping  sister  Night." 
Then  calling  to  the  early-risen  lark, 

Who  at  his  lessons  with  the  angels  sits. 
She  bade  him,  for  his  scholarship,  to  mark 

Of  all  his  book  he  sang  the  sweetest  bits. 
Still  was  I  sad,  whereat  the  sweet  Morn  stept 
Behind  a  cloud,  and,  for  vexation,  wept. 
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For  0,  thou  eyrie  of  my  homeless  heart, 

Sole  star  of  Hope  in  my  dark  bosom  shining, 
'Twas  thou  taught  sorrow  this  unwonted  art 

T'  insult  my  brow,  and  triumph  there  repining. 
And  oft,  for  thee,  the  grief-arrested  tear 

Hangs,  like  a  pausing  pearl,  upon  my  cheek  ; 
Oft  my  fond  tongue,  too  forward  for  thy  cheer, 

Bids  all  its  eloquence,  and  cannot  speak. 
Dost  thou  not  love  me,  Ellen  ?  Ah,  forsworn  ! 

Thy  lip  once  sealed  the  cov'nant  of  thine  eye, 
With  such  sweet  seeming  truth,  Jove's  self  might  scorn 

To  think  so  kind  a  kiss  knew  perjury. 
Henceforth  I  '11  hold  that  Honesty's  a  cheat. 
And  Truth  's  the  gilded  cover  of  Deceit. 
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Mv  senses  from  their  sev'ral  duties  fly, 

For  each  in  other's  office  would  appear  ; 
Mine  ear  doth  grudge  my  happy-feasting  eye  : 

Thou  speakest — then  each  sense  would  be  an  ear. 
My  tongue  desires  the  function  of  my  scent, 

That  in  the  sweetness  of  thy  breath  may  roll  ; 
Anon  this  other's  filled  with  discontent, 

When  that  my  tongue's  commissioned  by  my  soul. 
Hold  off,  ye  rebel  arms  that  would  embrace  ; 

Stand  back,  ye  limbs  that  dare  my  love  approach- 
Ah,  in  my  pow'rless  manhood,  now  I  trace 

How  subjects  on  sick  majesty  encroach. 
Forget,  sweet  love,  thine  ill-advised  hate. 
And  be  physician  to  this  falling  state. 
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Thy  voice  such  perfect  music,  can  I  hope 

My  strains  enforced  shall  possess  thine  ear  ? 
With  studied  praise  did  I  essay  to  grope 

Into  thy  love,  wouldst  thou  not  falsehood  fear  ? 
There  I  despond,  thou  hast  an  heart  to  prove 

The  extremest  siege  of  flattery  ;  thy  soul 
Wise  in  its  singleness  would  scorn  a  love. 

By  such  by-paths  that  could  approach  its  goal. 
But  I,  so  justly  venturous,  will  lean 

My  hopes  upon  a  surer  confidence  ; 
Mine  actions,  dearest  maid,  most  frequent  seen, 

The  heart's  own  mirror,  Truth's  best  evidence. 
And  while  some  men  through  ladies'  ears  steal  in, 
1,  through  an  honest  door,  thy  love  will  win. 
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Hath  silence  yet  no  voice  ?     O  is  the  soul 

Of  love  so  gross,  in  words  it  must  appear  ? 
llow  shall  poor  Love  the  hireling  tongue  enrol 

To  win  a  battle  in  thine  adverse  ear  ? 
Cease,  ah,  my  sweet !  let  not  the  prying  Hours 

In  our  division  sad  spy  out  a  jest ; 
So  few  life's  sweets  let  not  those  few  be  sours, 

So  near  our  foe  betray  not  we  our  breast. 
My  hand  shall  pay  my  tongue,  for  oft  my  voice 

That  founders  in  my  speech  lives  in  my  pen  ; 
Thy  smile  shall  wed  my  pow'r  unto  my  choice, 

And  make  Heav'n  wonder  at  my  sweetness  then  : 
Blind  I,  fair  burden  thou  shalt  give  me  eyes  ; 
Weak  thou,  my  strength  shall  raise  thee  to  the  skies. 
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Go,  little  songs,  and  with  ye  go  good  luck, 
May  no  ill-thinking  star  upon  ye  frown  ; 
While  other  Avinds,  save  lapyx,  lie  down, 
That  safely  ye  glide  o'er  the  perilous  sea 
So  widely  yawning  twixt  my  love  and  me. 
Choose  well  your  cautious  way  :  ah,  if  ye  struck 
On  rock  or  greedy  shoal,  fraught,  as  ye  be, 
With  the  rich  treasures  of  my  breathing  heart  ! 
And  when  ye  come  into  her  secret  bow'r. 
Where  all  is  light,  and  loveliness,  and  truth, 
And  innocence,  and  ever-budding  youth. 
Loose  ye,  disburden  all  a  lover's  art. 
All  arguments  that  have  a  subtle  pow'r  : 
Depart  fair  pleaders,  may  ye  meet  with  ruth  : 

Go  little  songs. 
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